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PREFACE | 


Have done my Part in 
this Edition of my Plays, 
by carefully examinin 
the ſeveral Copies, an 
— cõorrecting the many Er- 

rors as well as I could. | 
Eight Plays, I muſt own, are a nu- 
merous Iſſue for one Man to Father: 
And yet I have another, which, I am 
told, might be pleaded in Abatement 
of the Faults of the reſt, a Tragedy, 


call'd, The Spartan Dame, which I 


ſhould have been glad to have ſeen 
among *em for the Support of the Fa- 
mily : But the has not been allow'd 
to appear in Publick, even in the Per- 
ſon of Mrs. Barry: So wanting the 

A 2 Recom- 


PREFACE. 
Recommendation of the Stage, that 
Play is contented to lye by, and wait 
upon the Leiſure of Peace, and the 
— of the Great Men in Power, 
to be permitted at one time or other 
to try its Fortune in the World. 

All this while, if I think well of 
=y Play, my Vanity is ungratified : 

here is the Commendation, you 
will ask, which is the daily Food for 
the Poet tolive upon? The Hunger of 
Praiſe is very craving, I confeſs: But 
T have ſatisfied that craving, by print- 
Ing at the Head of my Plays, Mr. 
Fenton's Excellent Poem, where he 
ſays finer Things of the Spartan Dame, 
than, may be, the Town would come 
up to, if they had her among 'em. 
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And mak'ſt her Rival Athens in Rexown. 
Cou'd Sophecles behold in mournful State, 
The weeping Graces on Imoinda wait; 
Or hear thy Iſabella's moving Moan, 
Diſtreſs d, and loſt, for Vices not her on; 
Vol. I. a i 
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If Envy cou d permit, he'd ſure agree 

To write by Nature were to Copy Thee: 
So full, fo fair thy Images are ſhown, 

He by Thy Pencil might improve his own, 


There was an Age, (its Memory will laſt!) 
Before Italian Airs debauch'd our Taſte, 
In which the Sable Muſe with Hopes and Fears 
Fill'd ev'ry Breaſt, and ey'ry Eye with Tears. 
But where's that Art, which all eur Paſſiens rais'd, 
And mov'd the Springs of Nature as it pleas'd? 
Our Poets only practiſe on tho Pit, 
With florid Lines, and trifling Turns of Wit. 
Howrc'er tis well the preſent Times can boaſt, 
The Race of CHAR LES's Reign not wholly loſt: 
Thy Scenes, immortal in their Worth, ſhall ſtand 
Among the choſen Claſſics of our Land: 
And whilſt our Sons are by Tradition taught, 
How Barry ſpoke what Thou and Otway wrote, 
They'll think it Praiſe to reliſh, and repeat, 
And own Thy Works inimitably Great. 


Shakeſpear, the Genius of our Iſle, whoſe Mind 
(The univerſal Mirror of Mankind,) 


Expreſs d all Images, enrich'd the Stage, 


But ſometimes Roop'd to pleaſe a barb'rous Ape. 
When his Immortal Bays began to grow, 

Rude was the Language, and the Humour Low, 
He, like the God of Day, was always bright, 
Let rolling in its Courſe, his Orb of Light 
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Was ſully d, and obſcur d, tho? ſoaring high, 

With Spots contracted from the nether Sky. 

But whither is th* advent rous Muſe betray'd ? 
Forgive her Raſhneſs, venerable Shade! 

May Spring with Purple Flow'rs perfume thy Urn, 
And Avon with his Greens thy Grave adorn. 

Be all thy Faults, whatever Faults there be, 
Imputed to the Times, and not to Thee. 


Some Scions ſhot from this immortal Root, 
Their Tops much lower, and lefs fair the Fruit. 
Fohnſon the Tribute of my Verſe might claim, 
Had he not ſtrove to blemiſh Shakeſpear's Name. 
But, like the radiant Twins that gild the sphere. 
Fletcher and Beaumont next in Pomp appear: 
The firſt a fruit ful Vine, in bloomy Pride, 

Had bzen by Superfluity deſtroy d; 

But that his Friend, judiciouſly ſevere, 

Prun'd the luxuriant Boughs with artful Care; 
On various-ſounding Harps the Muſes play'd, 
And ſung, and quaff d their Nedar in the Shade. 


Few Moderns in the Lifts with theſe may land, 


For in thoſe Days were Giants in the Land: 
Suffice it now by Lineal Right to claim, 

And bow with Filial Awe to Shakeſpear's Fame, 
The ſecond Honours are a glorious Name. 
Achilles dead, they found no equal Lord, 

To wear his Armour, and to wield his Sword. 
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An Age moſt odious and accurs d enſu'd, 
Diſcolour d with a Pious Monarch's Blood: 

Whoſe Fall when firſt the Tragick Virgin ſaw, 
She fled, and left her Province to the Law. 

Her Merry Siſter ſtill purſu'd the Game, 

Her Garb was alter'd, but her Gifts the ſame. 

She firſt Reform'd the Muſcles of her Face, 

And learnt the ſolemn Scrue, for Signs of Grace; 
Then Circumcis'd her Locks, and form'd her Tone, 
By humming to a Tabor, and a Drone: 

Her Eyes She diſciplin'd preciſely Right, 

Both when to wink, and how to turn the White; 
Thus baniſh'd from the Stage, She gravely next 
Aſſum'd a Cloak, and quibled o'er a Text. 


But when, by Miracles of Mercy ſhown, 
Much-ſuffering Charles regain'd his Father's Throne; 
When Peace and Plenty overflow'd the Land, 

She ſtrait pull'd off her Sattin Cap, and Band: 

Bade Witcherly be Bold in her Defence, 

Glittering with pointed Wit, and manly Senſe» 
Etherege and Sidley join'd him in her Cauſe, 

Aud all deſerv d, and all receiv'd Applauſe. 


Reſtor'd with leſs Succeſs, the Tragic Muſe, 
Had quite forgot her Stile by long Diſuſe : 

She taught her Maximins to rant in Rhime, 
Miſtaking ratling Nonſenſe for Sublime; 

"Till witty Buckingham reform'd her Taſte, * 
And ſneering ſham'd her into Senſe at laſt, 1 


ut 
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But now relaps d, She dwindles to a Song, 

And weakly warbles on an Ewmck's Tongue; 

And with her Minſtrelſie may ſtill remain, 

"Till Southerne court Her to be Great again. 

Perhaps the Beauties of thy Spartan Dame, c 
Who (long defrauded of the Publick Fame) 

Shall, with Superior Majeſty avow d 

Shine like a Guddeſ breaking from a Cloud, 

Once more may reinſtate Her on the Stage, 

Her Action graceful, and Divine her Rage. 


Arts have their Empires, and, like other States, 
Their Riſe and Fall are govern'd by the Fates: 
They, when their Period's meaſur d out by Time, 
Tranſplant their Laurels to another Clime. 

The Grecian Muſe once fil d with loud Alarms 
The Court of Heav'a, and clad the Gods in Arms: 
The Trumpet filent, humbly ſhe eſſay'd 

The Dorick Reed, and ſung beneath the Shade, 
Extoll'd a frugal Life, and taught the Swains 

T' obſerve the Seaſons, and manure the Plains. 


| Sometimes in warbled Hymns ſhe pay'd her Vow, 


Or wove Olympic Wreaths for Theron's Brow; 


sometimes on flow'ry Bed, ſhe lay Supine, 


And gave her Thoughts a Looſe ro Love and Wine, 
Or in her Sable Stole, and Buskins dreſ d, 


2 Shew'd Vice enthron'd, and virtuous Kings oppreſs d. 


The Nymph fill fair, however paſt her Bloom, 
From Greece at length was led in Chains to Rome: | 
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Whilſt Wars abroad, and Civil Diſcord reign d. 
Silent the beauteous Captive long remain'd: 
That Interval employ'd her ſacred Care, 
To Study, and refine the Language there. 
She views with Anguiſh on the Roman Stage 
The Grecian Beauties weep, the Warriors rage; 
But moſt thoſe Scenes delight th' Immortal Maid, 
Which Scipio-had re vis d, and Roſcius play d. 
Thence to the Pleadings of the Gown ſhe goes, 
(For Themis then could ſpeak in poliſh'd Proſe.) 
Charm'd at the Bar, amid th' attentive Throng . 
She bleſs'd the Syren Power of Twlly's Tongue. 
But when, Odavius, thy ſucceſsful Sword: 
Was ſheath'd, and univerſal Peace reſtor d, 
Fond of a. Monarch to the Court ſhe came, 
And choſe a numerous Choir to chant his Fame. 
Firſt from the green Retreats, and lowly Plains, 
Her Virgil ſoar'd ſublime in Epic Strains; 
His Theme ſo glorious, and his Flight ſo true; 
She with Meonian Garlands grac'd'his Brow. 
Taught Horare then to touch the Lesbian Lyre, 
And Sappho's Sweetneſs join'd with Pindar's Fire. 
By Cæſar's Bounty all the tune ful Train 
Enjoy d, and ſung of Satwn's Golden Reign: 
No Genius then was left to live on Praiſe, 
Or curſt the barren Ornament of Bays; 
On all her Sons he caſt a kind Regard, 
Nor could They write ſo faſt as He. reward. 
The Muſe induſtrious to record his Name 


la the bright Annals of eternal Fame, - 
28 Profuſs 


Profuſe of Favours laviſh'd all her Store, 
And for one Reign made many Ages poor. 


Now from the rugged North unnumber'd Swarme 
Inyade the Latias Coaſts with barbarous Arms; 
A Race unpoliſh'd, but inur'd to Toil, 
Rough as their Heay'n, and barren as their Soil: 
Thoſe Locuſts ev ry ſpringing Art deſtrey'd, 
And ſoft Humanity before em dy d. 
Picture no more maintain d the doubtful Strife 
With Nature's Scenes, nor gave the Canvaſs Lifez 
Nor Sculpture execcis'd her Skill, beneath 
Her forming Hand to make the Marble breathe; 
Struck with Deſpair, they ſtood devoid of Thought, 
Leſs lively than the Works themſelyes had wrought; 
On thoſe Twin Siſters ſuch Diſaſters came, 
Tho Colours and Proportions are the fame 
In ey'ry Age, and Clime; their Beauties known 
To ev'ry Language, and confin'd by none. 
But Fate leſs Freedom to the Muſe affords, 
And checks her Genius with the Choice of Words: 
To paint her Thoughts the Diction muſt be found 
Of eaſie Grandeur, and harmonious Sound. : 
Thus when ſhe rais'd her Voice divinely great, 4 
To ling the Founder of the Roman State; 
The Language was adapted to the Song, 
Sweet and Sublime, with native Beauty ſtrong. % 
But when the Gorhs inſulting Troops appear d, | 
Such Diſſonance the trembling Virgin heard, 
Chang'd to a Swan, from Tyber's troubled Streams + 
She wing d her Flight, and ſought the ſilver Thames. 
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Long in the melancholy Grove ſhe ſtay d, 
And taught the penſive Druids in the Shade; 
In ſolemn and inſtructive Notes they ſung, 
From whence the beauteous Frame of Nature ſprungj 
Who poliſh'd all the radiant Orbs above, 
And in bright Order made the Planets move; 
Whence Thunders roar, and frightful Meteors fly, 
And Comets roll unbounded through the Sky: 
Who wing'd the Winds, and gave the Streams to flow; 
And rais'd the Rocks, and ſpread the Lawns below; 
Whence the gay Spring exults in flow'ry Pride, 
And Autumn with the bleeding Grape is dy'd; 
Whence Summer Suns imbrown the lab'ring Swains, 
And ſhiv'ring Winter pines in Icy Chains: 
And prais'd the Pow'r Supream, nor dar'd adyance 
So vain a Theory as that of Chance. 


But in this Ifle ſhe found the Nymphs ſo fair, 
She chang'd her Hand, and choſe a ſofter Air, 
And Love and Beauty next became her Care. 
Greece, her lov d Country, only cou'd afford 
A Venus and a Helen to Record; 

A Thouſand radiant Nymphs She here beheld, 
Who match'd the Goddeſs, and the Queen excelld. 


T' immortalize their Loves She long cflay'd, 


But ftill the Tongue her generous Toil betray d: 
Chaucer bad all that Beauty cou'd inſpire, 

And Swurry's Numbers glow'd with warm Deſire: 
And now are priz'd by few, unknown to moſt, 
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Eyn Spencers Pearls in muddy Waters lye, 4 | 
Yet ſoon their Beams attract the Diver's Eye. 

Rich was their Imag ry, till Time defac'd 

The curious Works; but Waller came at laſt: 

Waller the Muſe with Heav'nly Verſe ſupplies, 
Smooth as the Fair, and ſparkling as their Eyes; 

« All but the Nymph, that ſhould redreſs his Wrong. 
« Attend his Paſſion, and approve his Song. 

But when this Orpheus ſunk, and hoary Age 
Suppreſs d the Lover's, and the Poet's Rage; 

To Granville his melodious Lute She gave, 

Granville, whoſe faithful Verſe is Beauty's Slave: 
Accept this Gift, my Fav'rite Youth! She cry d, 

To ſound a brighter Theme, and fing of Hyde; 
Hyde's, and thy lovely Myra's Praiſe proclaim, 

And match Carliſle's, and Sachariſſa's Fame. 


O! Would he now forſake the Myrtle Grove, 
And ſing of Arms, as late he ſung of Love! 
His Colours, and his Hand alone ſhould paint, 
In Britain's QUEEN, the Warriour and the Saint; 
In whom Conſpire, to form Her truly Great, 
Wiſdom with Power, and Piety with State. 
Whilſt from Her Throne the Streams of Juſtice flow, 
Strong and Serene, to bleſs the Land below; 
O'er diſtant Realms her dreaded Thunders roll, 
And the wild Rage of Tyranny controul. 
Her Power to quell, and Pity to redreſs, | 
The Maeſe, the Danube, and the Rhine confeſs; 
Whence bleeding 1ber hopes, around his Head 
To ſee freſh Olives ſpring, and Plenty ſpread : 
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And whilſt they ſound their great Deliv'rer's Fame, 
The Sein retires; and fickens at Her Name. 

O Granville! all theſe glorious Scenes diſplay, 

Inſtru ſucceeding Monarchs how to Sway; 

And make Her Memory rever'd by All, 

When Triumphs are forgot, and mouldring Arches fall, 


Pardon me, Friend! I own my Muſe too free, 
To write ſo long on ſuch a Theme to Thee: 
To play the Critic here -— with equal Right 
Bid Her pretend to teach Argyle to Fight: 
Inſtruct th' unerring Sun to Guide the Year, 

And Harley by what Schemes he ought to Steen 
Give Harcourt Eloquence t' adorn the Seal, 
Maxims of State to Leeds, to Beaufort Zeal. 

Try to Correct what Orrery ſhall write, 

And make Harmonious Sr. Fohn more Polite. 
Teach Law to Iſlay far the Crown's Support, 
Or Ferſey how to Serve, and Grace a Court: 
Dictate ſoft warbling Airs to Sheffeld's Hand, 
When Venus and her Loves around Him ſtand: 
In fage Debates to Rocheſter impart 

A ſearching Head, and ever faithful Heart: 

Make Talbet's finiſh'd Virtue more compleat, 
High without Pride, and amiably Great ; 

Where Nature all her Pow'rs with Fortune join'd, 
At once to Pleaſe, and Benefit Mankind, - 


| When Cares were to my blooming Youth unknown, 
My Fancy free, and all my Hours my own; 
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I toy'd along the Laureat Grove to ſtray, 

The Paths were pleaſant, and the Proſpect gay: 
But now my Genius ſinks, and hardly knows 

To make a Couplet tinkle in the Cloſe. 

Yet when you next to Medway ſhall repair, 

And quit the Town to breathe a purer Air; 
Retiring from the Crowd, to ſteal the Sweets 

Of eaſie Life in TWYSDEN's calm Retreats; 

(As Terence to his Lalius lov'd to come, | 

And in Campania ſcorn'd the Pomp of Rome.) 
Where Lambard, form'd for Buſineſs, and to pleaſe, 
By ſharing, will improve your Happineſs; 

Jn both their Souls Imperial Reaſon ſways, 

In both the Patriot, and the Friend diſplays; 
Bcloy'd,'and prais'd by all, who merit Love and Praiſe. 
With bright Ideas there inſpir d anew, 

By Them excited, and inform'd by You, 

I may with happier Skill eſſay to Sing 

Sublimer Notes, and ſtrike a louder String. 


Languid and Dull, when Abſent from her Cave, 
No Oracles of Old the Sybil gave; 
But when beneath her ſacred Shrine ſhe ſtood, as 
Her Fury ſoon confeſs'd the coming God; 
Her Breaſt began to heave, her Eyes to roul, 
And wond'rous Viſions filld her lab'ring Soul, 
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CE 


HEN Things of this nature 
RUTH arc preſented to Perſons of 
eie Your high Rank and Qua- 
0 9 lity, Flattery is always ſup- 

— pos the Trade- wind that 
carries the Author quite through the De- 
dication. But my Deſign is wholly to of- 
fer to Your Grace the Firſt-· Fruits of my 
Muſe, that (when Pleaſure tires, and ſe- 
Vor. I, B 2 rious 
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rious Thoughts come on) I may excuſe 
my Folly, by laying my Maiden-head at 
Your Door. Nor durſt 1 have attempt- 
ed this far into the World, had not the 
Laureat's own Pen ſecur'd me, maintaining 
the Out-works, while I lay ſafe intrencht 
within his Lines; and Malice, 111-nature 
and Cenſure were forc'd to grin at a Di- 
-ſtance. If I have not perform'd my Part 
in this Piece; the Excuſe of a young Be- 
ginner will paſs with the reaſonable Part 
of Mankind: But when I look upon Your 
Lordſhip, and join Your Princely Birth, 
to the early Promiſes of manly Virtue 
which You daily give us (if You com- 
municate an influencing Beam on me) (as 


Lou muſt ſhine on all) I dare, without 
the Gift of Propheſie, venture to ſay, the 
Inſpiration may refine my Thoughts, to 
ſome more worthy Offering. Could my 


Vanity carry me to the Hopes of ſucceed» 
ing in things of this kind; I am confident 


my ſureſt Way would be, to draw my 
Characters from You, in whom the faireſt 


Images of Nature are ſhewn in little: 
a Your 


r 
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Your Royal Father's Greatneſs, Majeſtick 


Awfulneſs, Wit and Goodneſs, are pro- 


mis'd all in You: Your Mother's conquer“ 
ing Beauty triumphs again in You: Na- 
ture has bleſt Vou with a Royal Paren- 
tage, and Fortune been juſt to You in a 
Princely Education: And nothing is want- 
ing now to Crown our Hopes, but Time, 
to make You in England what Titus was 
in Rome, the Delight of Mankind; which 
that You may prove, ſhall ever be the 
Conſtant Wiſh of, 


STIR, 
Tur GRA ck? 


moſt. bumbly Devoted Servanty-. 


T. SoururnN 
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ETS, like lawfid Monarchs, rul d the Stage, 
Nil Criticks, like damm d IAIhiggs, debauch'd our Age. 
Mark how they jump: Criticks wou'd regulate ? 
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Our Theatres, and Whiggs reform our State: | 
Both pretend Love, and both (Plague rot 'em) hate. 
The Critick humbly ſeems Advice to bring, 

The fawning Whigg Petitions to the King : 

But one's Advice into a Satyr ſlides; 

T'other's Petition a Romonſtrance hides. 

Theſe will no Taxes give, and thoſe no Pence: 
Criticks wou d ſtarve the Poet, Whiggs the Prince. 
The Critick all our Troops of Friends diſcards ; 
Fuſt ſo the Whigg wou d fain pull down the Guards. 
Guards are illegal, that drive Foes away, 

As watchful Shepherds, that fright Beaſts of Prey, 
Kings, who dizhand ſuch needleſs Aids as theſe, 
Are ſafe as long as e er their Subjects pleaſe: 
And that wou d be till next Queen Beſſes Night: 
Which thus, grave Penny Chroniclers indite. 

Sir Edmond- berry: firft, in woful/ wiſe, 

Leads up the Show, and Milks their maudlin Eyes. 
There's not a Butcher's Wife but dribs her Part, 
And pities the poor Pageant from her Heart; 
Who, to provoke Revenge, rides round the Fire, 
And, with a civil Congee, does retire. 
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But guiltleſ Blood ta Ground muſt. newer-fall: - * 
Theres. Antichriſt behind, to pay for all. | 

The Punk of Babylon in Pomp appears, 

A lewd old Gentleman of ſeventy Years. 

Whoſe Age in vaim our Mercy wou d tmplore ; 

For few take pity an an Old-caft Whore, _ 

The Devil, who brought him to the Shame, takes part 4 


Sits Cheek by Fowl, in black, to chear his Heart: - 
Like Thief and Payſon in a Tiburn-Cart. © 

The Word is gion; and with a loud Huxxa 

The miter i Moppet fram his Chair thay dum: 

On the ſlain Corps contending Nations fall: 

Alas, what's one poor Pope among em all! | 
He burns; now all true Hearts your Triumph ring :* 
And next (for Faſhion) cry, God fave the,King. 

A needful Cry in midſt of ſuch Alarms: 

When forty thouſand Men are up in Arms. 

But after he's once ſav d, to make amends, : 7 


In each ſucceeding Health they damm his Friends: 
So God beg ins, but ſtill the Devil ends, 

What if ſome one inſdir d'with Zeal, ſhouw'd call. 
Come let's go cry, God ſave him at Whitehall? 
His beſt. Friends mos A nat like this Over- cars: 

Or think him e er the ſafer for that Pray's. 


7 


Five praying Saints are by. an Ad allow'd: % 
But not the whole Church-Militant, in crowd. 

Yet, ſhould Heav'n all the true Petitions drain - 
Of Presbyterians, who wo Kings maintain; 5 
Of forty Thou/a nd, frve wou d ſcarce remain. 8 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Seliman, the Sopby of Perſia, Mr. Goodman. 
Tachmas, his Brother. Mr. Clark. 


| gt, a Villanous Favou- 2 Major Aon. 


| Arbanes, a diſaffected General. Mr. Griffin. 
Oſman, a Captain to _— 1 


mas. 
Several Officers. 

Citizens, and their Wives. 
Eunuchs, and Guards. 


WOMEN. 


Be ona, Mother to Selimay 
— Tachmas. F Mr Cory. 


Semanthe, belov'd and in 
love with Tachmas. ers. cout. 


Sunamire, Siſter to Arbanes, 
in love with Tachmas ſe⸗ * Guin, 
eretly. 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


_ 


SCENE A "Chamber of State. 


Seliman, Iſmael, Arbanes, Guards, Attendants.. ' 
SELIM AN. 


long. | 

Hoops us warm for Glory in_the - - 

Field: 2 

Their Number's fifty thouſand, ours but twenty, 

To poiſe their Fate, or turn the Scale of War. 
db G 


ro The Loyal BROTHER; or, 


O glorious: Odds! and by our Prophet's Soul, 
Worthy imperial Gameſters, worthy us, 
And the Renown of this immortal Throne. 

m Long have theſe Tempeſts threatned from the North, 
To overturn the Fate of Perſia, 

And ſhrow& her Glories in eternal Night: | 
But ſay, my Lords, What has their Fury done? 

Arb. Like Clouds, it vaniſh'd at our riſing Sun, 
To the Renown of Royal Seliman; 

Let ſome report their Conqueſts to the World; 
They Provinces ſubdued, but under Ground, 

And peopled Graves: They, triumph'd tao, but bow ? 
In Death they triumph'd, for they fell by you. 

Sel. There ſpoke the Voice of War! 
Yes, we have conquer d 'em, and ſhall again, 
Since Tachmas leads our Armies to the Field. | 
Thrice they the Gehun paſt, as oft thou know'ſt, 

Nhohemus felt the Wounds of Tartars Swords. 

Where was I then, Arbanes? ſtood I idle? 

For thoa wert my Lieutenant in the War, 

Saw'ſt all my Actions, therefore beſt canſt ſpeak em. 

Arb. The Grecian Eloquence can never paint 

Your Victories, (to mention but the firſt) 
How then ſhall I? but my reflecting Soul 1 
Shews the paſt Scene of Glory to my View, R 
And I can ſpeak a Truth, 

Sel, You Gods! a Truth? 

I think my Actions do diſdain a Lic 

To ſpeak em brave. 

Arb. Dread S r, you wrong my Meaning. 

Sel: I am calm, proceed. 

Arb. A barbarous People, of a rogher Clime, 
Invage our Frontiers, burn our Villages, | 
Unyoke our labouring Oxen from the Plow, 1 
Our Flocks deſtroy, and after them our Hinds : " 
The fatal News enters our City Gates, I 
And 1/pahan appears one Face of Sorrow! | 'I 
The Virgins ſhriek, the Matrons Fear prevents 1 
The ſtroke of War; old Bed-rid Age laments 

Its.many Winters, or does wiſh 'em more, 


To 
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To have more Strength to fight, or leſs, to die. 
But then you roſe, and Fortune could no more: 
War is proclaim'd, and you the General. p 
Then to haye heard your ing Subjects ſhoat 
To Arm, to Arms, all to the famous Field, 
The Sophy leads us on, and all muſt follow ; 
By the bright Sun was wonderful indeed. 
Our Virgins, who before ſtood dumb as Death, 
Now ſing us on our way: The very — 
Act Victory at home: And coward Pri | 
In Moſques with Prayer batte with the Gods, 
But when we join'd the Foc —— | 
Sel. Ay then Arbanes! | . 
Fierce as a Winter Storm upon the Main, 
I rang'd the Field; whilſt my affrighted Foes, 
Like Billows at the angry Neptune s Frown, 
Succeſſively did vaniſh from my Sight. 
Did 1 not pour upon their fo Ra 
Sudden and derte as Lightning, ruth _— 
Their thickeſt Squadrons, and in glorious Heat 
(Like Thunder breaking from a teeming Cloud) 
Make Deſolation wait upon my Arms? 
Im. How Vanity diſtorts him ! [To Arbanes. 
Sel. With my drawn Sword I pointed out the Paths 
Of dazling Fame, which none bur I could tred 
Mounting that ſtately Pyramid alone, 
Whilſt all my Army lagg'd, and you below 
Trembled, like Girls to behold my Daring. 
2 2 to fire _ oY 
Sel. Nay more; when my too eager Courage bore me 
Amidſt a Band of bold . Horſe; 
No Guard, but Death, that hung upon my Sword 
To make it fatal, ſay, who brought me off? 
By Mars, the ſingle Virtue of this arm ö 
Diſperſt their Troops, and ſent em from the Field. 
I/m. So, he beat them all himſelf, 
Ab. Great Sir, your Royal Brother claims a Share 
In that renowned Day. | | 


Sel. Arbanes! ha! 
ANN 
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Arb. But all his glorious Actions are your own; 

Since you; like — from the ſame Founta n run. 
Sel. I cannot talk of Fields, of War, or Arms, 

Mention-a Siege, or Battel, that 1 won ; pre, 

But I am thought to boaſt: I know your Idol; 

You plant my Lawrel Wreaths on Tachmas Brow ; 

And would my Crown: By Heay'n I know your Hearts. 
Arb. Alba forbid that = ſhould think us Traitors. 
Ian. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. 

Arb. O it tings his So 

Sel. Iſmael thou art honeſt: Doſt thou think the Prince 
I/m. What of the Prince, my Lord? 

Sel. Why nothing now : | 

*T was but an idle Thought, and I Almi it. 

In. Your. Royal Mother, with the fair Semanthe, 

Intend this Way.. 

Sel. Then comes the brighteſt Star, the chaſteſt Glory, 

That ever waited on Diana's Pride; 

- ht without Heat, and Youth without Deſire. 

Oh 1/ael! what Courage can reſiſt 

The raging Torments x hopeleſs Love ? 

— that in ſpight of all my Victories, 3 

paſt Renown, or Soldiers Hardineſs, 
OA drives me, like a Coward, to the Ground, 

Breathleſs and pa'e before that ſcornful Beauty. 

Im. It goes as I would have it. [Aſide; 
Sel. Still as I woo'd, when at her Feet 1 lay, 

Begging the Bounty of a Look to bleſs me, 

Hadſt thou but ſeen with what a modeſt Pride, 

A. Virgin Innocence, and chaſte Reſery'dneſs, 

She took the humble Offering of my Love ; 

How ſtill in all the Windings of my Paſſion, 

Through the High-tide of Vows, and e 

She kept an equal Mind; by Heav'n I thi 

Hadſt thou then ſeen the temperate Virgin Rand, 

Cold to my Flame, as Marble to the Sun, 

(Not fluſnt and hau hty with her Conqueſt made, 

As others vainer of her Sex would be) 

Thou would'ſt have lov'd her rigid Virtue too. : 

" Iſm. Take warmer Beauties to your Breaſt, whoſe Heat 

May melt that frozen Image of a Love, Sel, 
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Sel. O thou miſtak'ſt, nothing can drive her hence: 
Her rigorous Beauty binds me for her Slave, 
Freezes the wandring Current of my Love, 
Which did ſhe ſmile, would looſely glide along 
Into the boundleſs Ocean of her Sex. 
Were ſhe like other Women to be moy'd, . 
Coming, and forward to believe our Vows, 
To drink our Tears, and melt within our Arms; . 
Then I ſhould {light the eaſie conquer d . 
But of ſuch different Tempers we are fram'd, 
They ren a n us 
Like fighting Qualities, ea thers Force, 
And * SIT I 8 burn 
With fiercer Violence of raging Love. 

Im. My Lord, ſhe enters. : | 

Enter Begona, and Semanthe attended. 

Sel. Hail beauteous Maid! thou. leading Light of Heav n! 
So near the Sun you ſhine, ſo bright your LIE 
We juſtly may miſtake you for the Morn, 
And pay our earlier Devotion here. 

Sem. The Pomp and Entertainments of the Day. 
Speck ſome high Feſtival: Perhaps your Birth 
Has claim'd this Sun a facrifice to Jolity. 
While you, the royal Lord, 
Conclude in laviſhly beſtowing Praiſes. 

Sel, Take em as th' Offering of exceſſive Love; 
The Meaning of my Soul. 

Sem. As they are meant, 
The effect of Gallantry, I take em all. 

Sel. O! hour Semanthe ? how ſhall I convince thee ? 
What ſhall I fay, or how ſhall I proteſt, 
To conquer thy Belief? 
Cou'dit thou diſcern the Workings of my Soul, 
Paſs through this Boſom to my throbbing Heart; 
O! there thou wouldſt behold thy heav'nly Form 
Deep writ, and never to be raz'd away. 
Why doſt thou take the Beauties from my Eyes?” 
Like the Suns Flower, my folded Glories fade. 
Periſh, and die, unleſs thou ſhine upon me. 
Ha! weeping too! what has my Paffion done? 
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O Mother! beg her, on your Knees implore, 
Entreat her for your poor offending Son; 

Tell her I kneel, but dare not ask for Pardon, 
Leſt ev'n then my Words ſhould give Offence. 

Beg. O riſe my royal Lord! Some ſecret Grief 
Bedews her Cheeks, which I cou'd never learn, 
Altho' I often preſt her to diſcover. | 

Enter an Eunuch. 

Emm. An Officer begs Admittance from the Prince. 

Sel. Conduct him in. 


Sem. Did he not name the Prince ? my Heart confirms it ; 


For I have loſt the weight of my Afflictions, 
And am within a little World of Joy. | 

I/m. Methinks a ſudden Pleaſure overcomes. 
Your Miſtreſs's Sorrows. 

Sel. Ha! 

In. Was there ought, in what 
The Emnuch ſaid, to work ſo quick a Change? 

Sel. Nothing to her —— but why that Queſtion ? 

Im. Only a, fooliſh Doubt, — but I am ſatisfy d. 

Sel. The manner of thy Speech ſays not. 

In. Alas! Age in a Minute raiſes Scruples, 

That Years can't ſolve; and this perhaps is one. 
But ſince you tell me ſhe was not concern'd 
In what the Eumuch ſaid, Tl! give it o'er. 

Sel. He ſaid, an Officer begs Admittance from the Prince. 

In. He did, my Lord; and as he nam'd the Prince, 
A ſudden Joy, like Light'ning, dry'd her Tears, 

And not a Cloud was ſeen. in that bright Heav'n. 
Sel. Ha! Iſmael! thy Words have ſtunn'd me more, 
Than the united Force of Heav'n cou'd do. 

I fear thy Friendſhip has been fatal to me, 
With an officious Eye diſcovering, 
What, for my Peace, had better been conceal'd. 
Enter Oſman. 

Oſm. Let Perſia flouriſh, and its royal Lord 
Be ever Maſter of the Aſian World : 
And when Fame calls your Armies to the Field, 
May Tachmas lead em out, and ſtill return 
As now, triumphant Home, 


In all the Glories of a famous War, Sel, 
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Sel. Say, have we d ther? Relate the Means 
How ſuch prodigious Odds were overthrown. 

O/m. Our Armies lay in view ; Gohan between 
Gently, as Peace, in filver Currents ſtream d, 
Off'ring her Store to quench the Flame of War; 

But all in vain: Shouts, Trumpets, Drums, 
In-dreadful Eccho's, bid the Battels join: 

We on our Guard; and they expecting when 
To pour a purple Deluge on our Plain. 

Sem. How my Heart beats with Fear! ! 

Oſm. This was our Poſture; when one ſu!emn Morn 
Riot __ in the proud Tartars Tents, | 
Nor ended with the Sun, for half the Night 
Was given to Sporting, Luxury, and Wine: 

Which, when the Prince _—__ ſilent, as Sleep 

Stole on their reeling Senſes, forth he drew 

His Army, and at their Head he cry d, 

If Glory be your Aim, now follow me: 

Then leap'd into the Stream, 

And, like a Sea-God mounted on a Wave, 

Daſh'd the ſtrong Tide, and lead a floating War: 

Which, when their Out-guards found, alarm'd the Camp; 

But there Confufion in a thouſand Shapes - 

Befriended us; like Cadmus Brood, they fell 

By each others Swords, and made our Conqueſt eaſie. 
Sel. By Haly's Soul twas Conduct for a God! 

And worth th' Experience of an Age of Arms. 

O! now my Mother! Peace is doubly welcome, 

Not only baniſhing my Peoples Fears, | 

But as the Glory of my Brother's Arms. 

Beg. Tachmas has copied what your Sword firſt drew : 
You for your Father conquer'd, he for you. 

Sel. Said the Prince nothing of returning Home? 

Oſm. My Speed had been prevented, 

Had not ſome Orders to the Army ſtaid him. 
To Morrow's earlieſt Sun will ſee him here. 

Sel. A thouſand Tumains for thy welcome News. 

Sem. Bleſſings for ever hang upon thy Tongue. 

Sel. Fly then, and thro* my Kingdoms, loud as Fame 
Can ſpeak, proclaim an univerſal Joy: 


Let 
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Let Plenty triumph in our Streets, rich Preſents 
Be ſhar'd among our Subjects, not a Face 
Be ſeen in Sorrow: Grief her {elf muſt ſmile, 
When Seliman appears to Crown the Day. 
Let our ſoft Virgins now no longer mourn, 
But fly to every Meadow, Bower, and Grove, 
Supinely melting on the Bed of Love: 
For the glad Day comes on, that will reſtore 
Their Lovers to their Arms, and to my Power 
Confirm new Pleſſings, ne er enjoy d before. 
Exeunt omnes, pret. lim. & 

Im: Twice have I held the Glories of a Favourite; 
And ſway d the Father once, as now the Son; 
High, as Ambition join d with Power cou'd raiſe me. 
Vet Blaſts have nipt my Summers blowing Pride, 
Wither'd the glorious Bloſſoms of my Hopes, 
And leſt me leafleſs to the threatning Storms. 

Arb. When Sophy Cabas rul'd, moſt true my Lord, 


But ſafe in Seliman's Breaſt you ſleep ſecure, 
Far above Envy, or a Rival's Reach. 
Iſm. No, no, Arbanes, no; thou'rt ſhort-ey d here: 
There's yet a Cedar that out-tops my Pride; 
That grows too faſt, and ſhades me from the Sun: 
"Tis Tachmas; baneful Name to all my Hopes, 
Who by the Giant weight of his Deſerts 
Preſſes my Fate, and keeps it ſtruggling under. 
Arb. Iſmael, in that Name thou ftabb'ſt- my Soul 
With the remembrance of my former Glory : 
Once I was great; my Hopes as flouriſhing, 
As now declin'd; my Fate erected high 
As Victory could raiſe it; till the Prince, 
That Boy, my Scholar in the trade of Arms, 
By Treachery deſpoil'd me of thoſe Plumes, 
My Valour purchas'd with an Age of War. 
Im. Why did you bear it? 
Arb. Doſt thou not know the Fate of Soldiers? 
We're but Ambition's Tools, to cut a way 
To her unlawful Ends; and when we're worn, 
Hack d, hewn with conſtant Service, throwu aſide 
To 
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To ruſt in Peace; or rot in Hoſpitalss. 
But tell me, Iſmael! nay feel theſe Limbs, 
Theſe Arms, are they paſt wielding of a Sword? 
By Heay/n-I-think not: or has my good old Friend 
Forgot his killing Virtue? or has Ruſt . 
Bound up its Fury ? neither; ſee, it comes, [ram, 
And feels as keen; and ler as beight, ad"Jay * 0 
As — Warrior's, when he firſt a | 
In poliſht Stoel, and marching to the Field. 
Then why am I lain by? why am I not 
A General Mill? | dds 
Im. Ay. there's a ill admit debating. 
— And —— to 8 till this Sword 
A s in Blood 1201 oh 
Thou ki nd R her of my Fame, I ſwear, 
Were not thy ſtricter Virtue to inſpiree 
A generous heat of Action in my Soul, 
think 'twou d ſettle almoſt to Diſhonour. 
— th wel a 22 Fool, _ 
An not think of Vengeance; all my Wrongs 
Quite. blotted from my Memory, and loſt; 
But now they live again, and by my Sword 
Shall be reveng'd at fall. We „ 
In. Be calm, and hear nme. 
Arb. Calm! Iſmael! ſure thou mock'ſt my Patience: 
Why I'm a Pidgeon-hearted Slave, a thing 
So 0 wn with that poor ſneaking Virtue, 
I: almoſt doubt my Courage. 
In. Arbanes ! know I look upon the Prince, 
As a black Cloyd, that riſes on my Glory; 
I know it, and I hate him more than thou; 
Tho' with leſs Noiſe; I have no Army loſt, 
No Titles of the War; *twas not my Frovince: 
The Court has been my Sphear, 
Where, with the Muſick of my Tongue in Council 
I've charm'd Opinion after me, been thought 
The voice of Fate, and ere my Words cou'd mount, 
The Sophy's Ear has floopt to entertain em; 
Where I have revel'd long, and whence I fear. 
No Baniſhment, unleſs outed by the Prince: 5 


His Merit flows faſt as the 
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Which if I aim not wide, like meeting Tides, 
May daſh. my Fate; and ſink my Pride for ever. 


Thus tho' from different Lines our Wrongs praceed, 


They center in Revenge. 
4. I' ſtab him in his Tri 


1/m. The Policy of Soldiers! here is one 


Can't purchaſe a Revenge, without bei hang d. 
A Stateſman wou d have found a 


But ſee, we are diſturb'd. 


Enter Sunamire. 


Arb. My Siſter Sumzamire alone, and 
In. I know her haughty Spirit 
Reſents an Injury above — Sex; 


And has all the Contrivance of a Woman, 


In working of a Revenge: Wou'd ſhe Was Ours. 


ways. 


thoughtful? 


Arb. A Plot without a Prieſt, or Woman in't, 


Had been a _— 
Im. Let us wi 


Sun. Tachmas to Morrow to return and therefore 
Through I/þahan- a general Joy: Goes it not there!” 

! Hell! ay, that's the Cauſe: 

No, Sunamire muſt curſe his crowding: Triumphs: 

And when he comes, my Wiſhes be his Welcome: 


O Tortures! Furies 


Ye 
thdraw, I wou'd unſeen obſerve her. 


But if I muſt behold him; may theſe Eyes, 


Theſe Eyes that wanted Fire to warm his Heart, 
Flaſh fierce as Baſilisks, and dart him dead. 


Iſm. Yet nigher —— 


Of a Court Lady; no, I can accept 

Whate'er a Score of fond proteſting Things, 

In all their height of Gallantry, can ſay, 

And the next Minute part with em for ever, 

If that were all: But to be ſcorn'd! that that's 

The Hell of Hells, the Plague of Womankind ! 
Im. Arbanes! faid ſhe not ſcorn d? 


Arb. She did. 


[To Arbanes. 
Sun. Not that my Fondneſs does exceed the Bounds 


Sun. Had I been born of vulgar Parentage, 
Then unobſery'd I might retire, and in 


Some Corner melt my Sorrows into Tears: 


| 
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But here at Court, 
Where each Apartment is a Theatre, 
And all the World Obſervers of our- Follies, 
For me to whine a tedious Scene of Love, 
Is beyond Patience: Let my Fancy work 
| 1/m. O now ſhe's on the Rack! 7 
Fun. Ay, now: the Preſence fills, 1 fee the Prince 
In the bright Circle, like a Charmer ſtand, 
With all the Beauties of the Eaſt around him: 
] hear his melting Language, hear his Court, 
His ſoft Addreſſes, and his fighing Love; 
Whilſt my falſe Senſes, flattering my Deſpair, 
Whiſper through every Manſion of my Soul, 
To Sunamire they're meant, they re meant to me 
Then, then I can no longer bear — 4 
My eager Joy works outward on my , 
And every Eye obſerves my wild Concern: 
At which the Ladies * and I too late 
The Cauſe — bluſhing fly the Room, 
To mourn my iſgrace—— My. Brother here 
Arb. Siſter, I've heard your Story, and am glad 
That your Revenge points at the Man I hate. 
I/m. Long have I waited Time, and now it comes, 
The 4 — Minute comes, that offers us 
A ſafe Revenge, but mounted on the Wing: 
Say Sunamire; Arbanes, ſhall it | 
Unheeded like the common Births of Time? . 
Sun. Why is it made a Queſtion ? are wrong 
Elſe why —— ? If ſo, why wille you 
The — in ? But coward Man wou'd cool, 
Did not the Shame, or publick Tongue provoke him, 
More than the Senſe of Honour, cats 
In. O! you have raisd a dire, provoking Thought; 
uud make a timorous Anchorite' fearleſs; 
Run to the fatal Steel, and ſtab his Prince: 
Arbanes! now he dies, a thouſand: Wrongs: 
Cry in the voice of Murder, for Revenge: 
Thine, mine. | 
Arb. But what more ſenſibly does touch me; 
Is his proud Scorn of thee. 
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Sun. Brother, that word 
Would paint a Shame for ever on my Brow: 
But my fir'd Spirit mounts; and if I bluſh again, 
Think it the ſcarlet Trapp ng of my Rage. 

Arb. Twas like my Sifter ſpoke. 

Iſm. You know the Sophy's of a Nature hot, 
Vain, and ambitious; yet withal moſt pliant, 
And eaſie for the Flatterer to mould 
To any form; ſo jealous of his Glory, 

That when you but oppos'd the Prince's Merit, 
Ambition broke thro = all the Bonds of Love, 
And ſhot his fier Soul oat of his Eyes. L 

Arb. 1 mark d, and hop'd for — frotn his Paſſion: 
But Hell! too ſoon he cool'd. 

Im. And things that ſooneſt cool, are ſooneſt heated. 
"Tis not a ſudden overflowing Paſſion, 

But a juſt Tide of Rage, in Ebbs and Flows, 

Muſt perfect a Revenge: And tho' his Virtue 

Awhile ſuppreſs his Fears, yet they will riſe, | 
Engendring Doubts, Diſtruſts and Jealouſies, * 
Which of themſelves will ne er be conjur d down, - . 
But with the Fall of him who firſt begot em. 
We muſt foment his Paſſion for Semanthe, 

Since that conduces moſt to our 

— How that, my Lord? 

m. With m os rr Praiſes of her Beauty, 
Ive tb his Flame to ſuch a raging Height, 
That now he'd brook a Partner in his Throne, 
Rather than in her Heart. 

Sun. Alas! unrival'd he may keep that Seat: 
And if the Beauties of the Perſian Crown 
Did not attract beyond Semanthes Charms, 

Sure even in that = might unenvy d be. 

In. Tachmas thinks otherwiſe, 

Sun. Ha! nam'd you Tachmas ? 

In. Madam, I did. the Prince. 

N Tis falſe; 

pt wp did, yet falſer, if you ſay 
one Thought away. upon — 
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Tm. Madam, let this ſpeak for me; tis his Hand, 
11 to Semanthe acres, [Gives her à Letter. 
Sun. The burning Fever rages in my Veins; 
But hold my Heart, reſtrain the Fury in, | 
Which heaves me, like the fighting Winds for vent. 
One Queſtion more, and like the ſtormy God, 
I'll let you looſe, to act it as you pleaſe, 
To ſhake me into Atoms, tear my Brain, 
With a Diſtraction that becomes Revenge. 
Arb. She raves already. 
Sun. My Lord! how came this Letter to your Hands? 
Iſm. The Prince's Goodneſs wiſely choſe my Age, 
To be his Confident in theſe Amours; 
And knowing me unfit for fiercer Joys, 
Thinks J ſtill love the Sport, and therefore makes me 
The Go-between, the Pander to their Loves. 
And I think I have ſo much of my Office right, 
To haſten on their Ruins. True, I make bold 
To taſte their Letters to 'em, as they pals 
Through my Employment, (for to me they're all 
Enclos'd) what ſerve my Ends, I keep, the reſt 
I am moſt faithfal in delivermg. - 
Sun. Still he goes on, and every Sound more ſoft, 
Tender, and melting than the former: Hell ! 
And to Semanthe all] O I could tear 
My ſelf, them. you, and all the World, like this 
Dumb piece of Low Lap him to * to her! 
A poor, young, actleſa, indigeſted thing, | 
Whoſe — Pride can only boaſt of Youth; 
And Innocence; whoſe Stature ſpeaks her Mind, 
And what Fate meant her, a Plebean Wife; 
Whilſt my erected Head was rais d to give 
A fuller Majeſty to Crowns; my Years 
(Rich with the Summer fruit of riper Joys) 
Deſign d fit Offerings to the God of Love: 
But now no more: 
Since I am ſcorn d, my nobler Thoughts aſpir 
To glorious Actions, worthy Female Ire: 
Reyenge, and Death, and Blood my working Fancy fire 
: [Exit 
Im 
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Ian. Arbanes after her; cool her if thou canſt, 
Or ſtorm her into Calmneſs. [Exit Arbanes. 
| Hmael ſolus. 
In. Virtue avaunt! to Villages be gone: 
But haunt the Luxury of Courts no more; 
Much leſs aſpiring Stateſmens nobler Thoughts. 
Ambition is our Idol, on whoſe Wings 
Great Minds are carried only to Extreams; 
To be ſublimely Great, or to be nothing: 
And he who aims his Actions at this Mark, 
Muſt ruſh with _— — on, 
Stopping at nothing when he has begun; 
Still _ the ſhorteſt Way, altho* untrod, 
Not loyter in the beaten, honeſt Road: 
But let 5 Maſters —— the Heights we ſoar: 
A Stateſman's Loyalty is growi er, | 
And we but watch Occaſion to — Gr 


: 

- 
1 
' 


a. — 


ACT Il SCENE I. 


Tachmas's Triumph uſher'd in Drums and 
Trumpets; and anſwer'd by Hates, Hoe-boys, _ 
and Voices from the other ſide of the Stage : 
Seliman meers Tachmas with a full Court. | 


Sel. Elcome thou worthy Partner of my Fame! 1 
From the rich Harveſt of thy glorious Toil, + 

Welcome my General, my Friend, and Brother! 

Why art thou backward in thy Part of Friendſhip? : 

Riſe to my Beaſt, for my impatient Heart | 

Awaits thee there ; my Arms thus fold thee in, 

Thus preſs thee to my Soul, where thou wilt meet 

A thouſand Welcomes more than Words can give thee, | s 
Tach. O my Imperial Lord ! my Godlike Maſter ! 

How has your Servant merited this Grace? 

Permit me proftrate on the Earth to fall, | 

And pay my Adoration to this * 7 


8. 


To have my Blood, altho in different Veins, 
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Sel. I ſwear it r I read 
A Longing in our. gracious Mother's Eye; 


She claims your Knee, and Duty. 


[Tachmas -Kneels to Begona. 
bay fc 2 — Wa ——— 
The * oats upon the Ne. 
Iſm. Be patient: 
His Kindneſs is as ſhort-liv'd, as his Anger 
Beg. Thou ſecond Bleſſing, which the Gods enrich d 
My fruitful Youth with,'Comfort-of my Age, 
Our Lives Preſeryer, welcome from the War, 


Welcome to me, and 


Tach. Is there a Joy in victory beyond 
My Mother's Safety? Protecting her, you Gods! 
Has overpaid the little I have done; 
My Hours of Blood, and I am till your Debtor. 


Beg. Now I could bleſs theſe Powers, that lengthned out 
My date of Life, to this moſt happy Day; 


Once more to view the ancient Perſian: 


-Shine out in theſe my Sons; once to behold 


The face of Things ſerene and fair again 


The fruits of Peace ripening through all the Land, 
And Plenty upon every Brow : 

This as the Mother of my Country; but 

The Spirit of my Joy's reſery'd for you, 

My Sons; or let me call you by a-nearer Name, 
My ſelf; thus to behold you you-mect in Fri 3 
Flow in one Stream of Love; and what's yet more, 
Tho Empire ſtands between, like a huge Rock, 

To — the Current, and divide you ever. 

O! let it be my Glory now, my Sons 

To ſeal the Bands of Friendſhip, you have tied, 

To bleſs you thus, thus, in each other's Arms, 

And as a worthy Sacrifice, to offer 


My ſtock of Breach. in Prayers for both your Wel fares. 


Ambo. Long live thou beſt of Mothers! pets 
Sel. _ mark me all my People; nay ſound our Trum- 


To yon bright Roof, and ſummon all the Gods, 


As Witnedl to this great Stygian Vow. 
By the Eternal God-head off the Sun, I 


* 
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I glory more that I can call thee mine, . 
My Friend, and Brother, than in wearing Crowns. ' ' 
Tach. Gods! if there be a Poſhbility 
To ſpeak my Thanks; but that's impoſſible: 
Or if there be a way to Gratitude, =» 
Direct me to't, tho certain Death attend 
My every ſtep, I'll on to ſerve the King, | 
Sel. 1 — thou wouldft. Yet Tachmas! O my Brother! 
-Great as I am in Arms, | og | 
Tho' I have Conquer d through the Aſian World, 
And thou maintain'ſt my Glory in the Field; | 
Still there is wanting to compleat my Blits, 
Semanthe's Love; —— but that wiſe Heav'n denies me, 
To ſhew I am but Man: For had the Gods 
Granted me her, with this vaſt ſpace of Empire, 
P'd-been their Equal: Not envy'd em the Joys 
They boaſt above, nor had a Thought of Heay'n 
Beyond her Beauty, —— | 
But private Cares muſt not uſurp this Day. 
Lead to the Banquet; all muſt be our Gueſts, 
Tis Seliman invites you. 
[Exeunt Omnes, prater Iſmael, & Semanthe, 
In. Madam, I know the Prince's Soul abhors 
"Theſe Forms, and Ceremonies, that detain 
Him from your Arms. #4 
I have not Time to open all my Thoughts; „ 


om 
Wl 
Lo. 


I muſt attend the King: Only prepare, 

If any Storm ſhould fall, to ſcape its Fury. IZE. 
Sem. Alas! what. Storm? and how ſhould I beware? 7 

What Lover ever yet foreſaw a Danger? 5 

The God himſelf is blind, and all that love, 4 

In midnight Darkneſs to his Temple move; ; 


Like a toſt Bark at Sea, the Pilot gone, 

I'm left expos d to Winds and Waves alone, 
And Rocks on every Hand to ſplit upon: 

Vet there is one Port fair in view, where I 
1 The Fortune of my Life and Love will try, 
RK My Tachmas's mm where I will live or die. 
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SCENE à Street. 


Enter Citizens with their Wives. 

1 Cit. Hot work, Neighbours, very hot work; Bells 
ringing, Bon-fires flaming, Crackers flying, Conduits 
running, Engines playing, and Butts of Wine toſſing about, 
like Church Buckets in a Fire. | 

2 Cit. Ay, ay; *twill be a Day of Service; therefore 
I think it convenient our leaky Veſſels be laid by. 

Omnes. Agreed, agreed. 

1 Cit. Yes, Doxies, you muſt troop, home like obedi- 
ent Wives, and expect us as ſoon as we in our royal Plea- 
ſure ſhall think fit to follow. 

1 O but Husband! We have not ſeen the Fire- 
works. 

2 Wom. And we never ſaw Fire-works ſince we were 
marry'd. 

1 Cit, And now for the Honour of Matrimony, you 
would meet with ſome red-nos'd, engineering Corporal, 
and be {quib'd for Company. | 

2 Wom. Beſides, tis a Holy-day, and Citizens Wives 
ſhould be abrood on Holy-days. 

1 Wom. The King has proclaim'd it, and it may be 
Treaſon to go home before Night. 

1 Cit. We, your Repreſentatives in the Body politick; 
will ſtay till Moraing, and be loyally drunk for the King. 

: Wom And we your Cyphers (it we can find any ci- 
vil Gentlemen, as loyally affected as our ſelves) wall do 
ſomething elſe for the King before Morning. 

Onm. Nom. So fare vel Husbands. Exeunt Women, 

1 Cit. So, now we have the Day before us. 

2 Cit. The fear of Cuckoldom is removed, and we 


will be moſt obediently drunk at the King's Charges. 


Omnes. Away, away, we loſe time. 
Ex. Shouting, God blſes the King. 
Enter Soldiers drunk with the former Ii omen. 
1 Sold. The Day is our own, the Town ſurrenders, and 
I muſt raviſh. | 
1 Wom. O Lord! Sir! I am marryed, 
1 Sold, And I am a Cuckold-maker, 
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1x Hoem. O! but the Sin of Adultery is a double Sin. 
1 Seld. And I love double Smning with all my Heart: 
Tis a Method we Soldiers uſe to cheat the Devil in coun- 


ting: Fornication! Pox! 'tis Boys play, and Gown-men 


preach againſt it; but juſtifie the Reaſonableneſs of Adul- 


tery by their own Example. 


He touxes her, while the others ſpeak. 

2 Sold. S'buds! a Month's Pay is 
Nothing to thee: I could kiſs thee to pieces. 

2 Wom. Well; if my Husband knew of the ill Cuſtoms 
you bring into his Family, he'd look as terrible—— 

2 Sold. As a Pair of Horns can make him: But hang 
him Cuckold that muſt be, I never fear an Enemy, when 
1 have won his Trenches. Come, come; faith you muſt, 
faith you muſt ——ha! 

Enter former Citizens drunk, and ſinging ; the Women ſhriek, 
and rim ont, the Soldiers after em. 

1 Cit. Our Counters rifled! our Wives raviſh'd, and we 


in the State of Cuckoldom again! I am drunk, deſperate, 


and can fight for the Honour of my Vocation, and con- 
fuſion of Cuckold-makers—— ſcour, fcour, ſcour. _— 
| | Exennt. 


SCENE changes to the Palace. 


Enter Iſmael with ſeveral Lords 

In. My Lords! I never can enough return 
This Kingdom's Thanks, for making him your Care, 
Who is the Life and Being of us all: 
Tachmas! the general Wiſh of Perſia! 
The Peoples longing, and the Courtiers Soul ! 
With what an Eagerneſs the Sophy flew 
To meet your Loves, and ere you could demand him, 
Reſign'd the Provinces of greateſt Truſt 
Through his Dominions, to his Brother's Care ! 

Lord. My Lord! his ſtrange Behaviour at the Banquet, 
His ſtart ot Paſſion, and abrupt Departure, 
Provokes our Wonder. 

Im. Truſt my Experience in the 2. Humour: 
The Eye of Time has ſeen him through and through; 

Tracid 
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Trac'd him through ev'ry Temper of his Soul, 
And ſhewn him naked to my ſtricteſt View : 
And from my Obſervation of his Youth, 
Up to his riper Years, 1 dare affirm 
His Soul enrich'd with all thoſe Qualities, 
That can endear-a Monarch to the World. 
—— But ſee, he comes: Within this Hour, my Lords, 
I'll wait you in th' A t of Semanthe, 
Where I have ſomething to propoſe, that may 
Advantage the Deſign. 
Lord. We will not fail. [Exenne. 
I/m. To loſe your Heads, if you be there. 
Enter Seliman. | 
Sel. Why is my Temper ſhaken with each Breath 
Of fleeting Air, that's form'd into Voice? 
Why have I not an equal Maſtery 
Over my Paſſions, with the reſt of Men? 
The Court is in an Uproar with my Follies 
Expos'd in publick; all my Friends ſtand mute 
Before me, not a Counſeller that dares 
Adviſe me, even Flattery is dumb. 
I' curb this Folly, — Ha! J here! 
1/n. I find the Poiſon works; I'll ſhew my ſelf. 
Sel. My Fit returns, and all my Promiſes 
Vaniſh at fight of him: A thouſand Doubts 
Start in my Soul, and preſs to be reſoly'd 
From his oraculous r why ſhould 1 
Raſhly endanger all my future Peace, 
To be inquiſitive in that, may prove 
A laſting Torment, and at beſt can give 
But what I had before? ——T will retire, 
And ſo conceal my Weakneſs yet that were 
But to betray it more, — | 
I/m. Great Sir! to preſs upon your thoughtful Hours 
May prove my Crime, tis fit I wait at diſtance. 
Sel. No, Iſmael ! 
Nothing of Moment entertains my Thoughts: 
Only ſome few Reflections on my late 
Deportment at the Banquet. 


C2 In. 
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Im. The Cauſe was ſure important, that could ſhock 
Your Temper ſo, and in that general Joy. 

Sel. The Cauſe, I/mael! as thou loy'it my Peace, 
Stop there; tho' much I fear thou'ſt gone too far: 
Thou'ſt ignorantly touch d a jarring String, 

That quite untunes the Orders of my Soul f 
And all the Rules of Temperance I propos d, 
I ſhall leap o'er, if thus thou urge me on 

A ſecond time. 

Im. How, Sir, have I offended ? 

Sel. Thy Queſtions ſtill drive on to that Diſcourſe, 
That moſt offends me. | 

Iſm. Better I never ſpoke, than give you Trouble. 

Sel. It were indeed Nay thou muſt bear with me; 
I know thou wilt, 1/mael! therefore ſpeak, 

And let thy Thoughts flow freely to thy Tongue; 
As to my Ear thy. Words, Is not Semanthe 
All can be wiſh'd in Woman?— Ha! not anſwer! 

Im. I dare not, I give you new Diſturbance. 

Sel. O now thou art too hard upon my Follies : 

I know this Theam provok'd me at the Banquet, 
And Truths in publick are reſented, 
Which meet a fair Reception in our Cloſets. 

Iſm. Then I dare ſpeak my Thoughts: If I reſpect 
Semanthe, as the Goddeſs of your Vows, 

As one, rais'd by the Merit of your Love; 
Then I muſt think the Virtues of her Sex, 
(For ſure ſhe has the Beauties) meet in her: 
But if as meerly Woman I eſteem her, 
Ally'd to Imperfections, ſubje& to 
Temptations, which her Beauties will invite, 
And Years allow of, with that tide of Youth 
Swelling through every Vein, ſparkling Deſires, 
And circulating Wiſhes to her Heart: 
Pardon the Freedom of my own Experience, 
I think this Fruit, that ripens on the Bough, 
And mellows in the Sun-ſhine of the Court, 
_— re — 

Sel. A thouſand T ts prey on my tortur d 
And whirling Fancy turns my Senſes — * 

g Let 
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Vet ſtay — tas Reaſon all he uttered to me, 
And ſolid Senſe; and may perhaps be true. 

Semanthe is a Woman; 

And who can fathom that deceitful Sex? 

But by the flaming God, that rides above, 

Had Ia Circumſtance, a ſhew of Truth, 

I would not only drive the Sorcereſs hence, 

But ſink her Lover in the Shades for ever. 

Im. My Lord! knowing your violent Paſſion 
For Semanthe, and her unnatural Coldneſs; 
Hoping to find the Cauſe of all, by Bribes 
I wrought upon a Slave in truſt, who told me, 
How ſhe in private entertains a Lover. 

Sel. In private, fay'ſt thou? ſure it” cannot be: 
She! who like April Months, ſtill wept, and ſhone, 
Whoſe not one Beauty was without a Tear, 

Is ſhe, Hell! Furies! Fiends! and Plagues! Unchaſt? 

Im. My Lord 

Sel. She is, by Hell ſhe is; 

For all the Tears ſhe ſhed, were liquid Fire, 
Hot ſcalding Bubbles of deſcending Luft, 
As Fupiter rain'd down on Danae. 

In. The Gods can witneſs for me, I believe 
Semanthe chaſt, as the untainted Thoughts 
Of Infancy ; 

Yet ſhe is a Woman; and the Niceſt ſure, 
That makes her Modeſty her boaſted Pride, 
May, when ſollicited with earneſt Vows 

Ot honourable Love, without a Crime 
believe, where her own Fancy prompts her. 

Sel. What honourable Love can Story boaſt, 
Through the recorded Pages of the Dead, 

Equal to mine? in all my Flame of Love, 
When wild Defires beat thick upon my Soul, * 
And Power (the Countenance o oe Crimes) 
Urging me on, nay when my boiling Blood 
Has bluſh'd to ſee me, for a Woman's Coynefs, 
Forgo my Pleaſures; not even then J ſwear, 

I a Look, a Thought beyond her Virtue. 
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Vn. I need not name your Brother, when I ſpeak 
Your Rival Maſter of the Charms of Youth, 

Beauty and Co ; may more than theſe: One learn d 
In the ſoft Way of melting Ladies Hearts, 

So artful in the Story of his Paſſion, 

That ſure no Woman can reſiſt his Tongue, 

More than his Enemy his Sword in Battel. 

Sel. O! 'tis impoſſible! 

Im. By Heav'n tis true; tis he alone 
Reſolves the froſty Weather in her Soul; 

And warms her into Wiſhes. 

Sel. Then be forgotten ever 

The Ties of Blood, Friendſhip, Humanity, 

You're empty Names, and ops all in him, 

No more my Prother, but the worſt of Villains. 

I could behold him ſeated in my Throne, 

Diſpoſing Crowns and Kingdoms through the Eaſt, 
And pardon his Ambition: But my Love. — 

Im. He needs no Pardon, who offends with Power: 
And ſhould the Prince with a ſtr Hand maintain 
His Paſſion to the World; nay, eaſe your Brow 
Of the Imperial Load; who can oppoſe him? 

All Offices are his, your Sword 1s his, 

To be employ'd againſt your Royal Life; 

If Gratitude permit: And who is he, 

In the wild Tranſports of ambitious Thoughts, 
And toſſing on the Billows of Deſire, 

That for a Nicety of Good or Ill, 

Would quit the Joys of Beauty, and a Crown ? 

Sel. No more, I/mael! tell me when, and where 
I may behold em: Let thy working Brain F 
But guide me to the Piace — «+ 3 

In. That this does; [Shewing a Key. ? 
This Key diſcloſes to you the whole Scene J 
Of their forbidden Loves: Within this Hour 5 
They meet again in her Apartment, where | 4 
You may ſurpriſe em. 

Sel. Attend me at that time. 

O I could curſe my fooliſh, eaſie Nature 
—— But I am calm as yet, 


Sa 
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The Figure of my Fury's lifeleſs drawn ; 
b Rude, verge oo it ſhall be. 
4 O! thou ſhalt ſee the Mendings of my Rage: 
The manly Daſhes of my ftranger Paſſion 
Shall paint the Face of my Revenge ſo ghaſtly, 
Nature ſhall ſtart affrighted at the Piece, | * 
And cry the Work's not mine. | [Exi#; 
Im Full charg'd, and like a Thunder-bolt, deſtructive, 
The Sophy flies to all that ſhall oppoſe him : 
. ——Tachmas will ſtand between him, and Semanthe; 
hut Seliman muſt paſs through Tachmas to her: 
*Tis ſo —— and 9 — like Heav'n's fixt Poles! 
Come Furies all, whip up my ſleeping Envy, 
Laſh the lean, * Fiend, — 2 
Lend me your Scorpions, reach the pais nous Bowl, 
That the green Gall may ſtain my venom d Blood, 
And my Infection raiſe a mad Combuſtion. 
Then from the Port I will behald the Storm, 
And laugh at Ruins, that my Plats perform. [Exit 


SCENF Semanthe's Apartment. 


Enter Tachmas, Semanthe, aud Lords. 
Tach. O! why Semantbe, why theſe falling Tears? 

I ſwear, my Love, not the laſt Drops of Lite, 
Juſt lowing from my Heart, are dearer to me, 
Than thoſe rich Pearls that trickle from thy Eyes. 
What, on this joyful Day! it muſt not be: : 
Give me thy Griefs, pour all thy Sorrows here, 
Here in my Breaſt, and pant within my Arms: 

| Tho' Fortune frown, and every Star conſpire, 

& Yet we may love, Semanthe! 

. , «em. O my Lord! 
3 Whar Sun ſhall ſee you mine? Is there no Power 


4 Aſſiſting to our Love? 
* - -N My dearer ſelf ! 
no {ad Thought poiſon this happy Hour, 
The Gods have ſent us to begin our joys. 
No, my Semanthe ! we will never part: 
| For ever thus, thus in each others Arms, 
| | 84 
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Ages ſhall ſee us flouriſh. 
Sem. Yes you ſhall 
For ever be beliey'd; for my poor Heart 
Would fain be fonded with the hopes of Reſt. 
Yet there is ſomething here preſages Ill: 
Were our Loves Scene a bliſsful, Silvan Grove, 
And we, the happy Tenants of its Shade 
An humble rural Pair, to all unknown, 
Plac'd beneath Fortune's Aim, we might be bleſt. 
But Oh! the Storms and Tempeſts of a Courr, 
The Rocks, the Quickſands, and the toſſing Seas, 
That Love muſt venture through to gain its Port, 
Foil the moſt reſolute Powers of my Soul. | 
Enter-Seliman unſeen, with Iſmael and Arbanes. 
Sel. There needs no more; I1/mael, you retire, 
Whilſt Arbanes attends me. [Exit Iſmael, 
Sem. You know the Sophy long has ſought my Love ; 
And tho' I ſwear I never will be his, 
Nor change the Paſſion I have vow'd you long, 
For more than Earth can give, or Heav'n bettow ; 
Yet, O my Lord! my Fears are great for you: 
What horrid Conſequence, what raſh Effect 
wildeſt Fury ought we not to dread 
Frm him, who when he knows his happy Rival, 
s Power to execute his fatal Will? 
ach. No, my Semanthe! we are now ſecure 
m all the Darts of Fortune: Theſe my Friends, 
n as I march to my new Government, 
Shall be your Guard, and privately —— you 
a 


To Georgia, which Province your brave Father H 
Had govern'd long, and but with Death reſign'd: 1 
Tis now within my Power, and I doubt not, by 
At ſight of you, but we ſhall have thoſe Friends 4 
To join our Cauſe, that may enable us | 4 
To juſtifie our Loves. | 3 

Lords. In the publick Name, 4 


We lay our Lives and Fortunes at your Feet. 
Sel. O! Man me, Reaſon; 
Reſtrain the Sallies of my ftarting Paſſion, 
Which elſe will plunge me in the Gulph of Madneſs. 


Sem. 
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Sem. But if that gloomy Minute ſhould approach, 
(Avert it Heav'n) when I am forc'd to loſe you; 
(Forgive the Virgin Fondneſs of my Love) 

Where ſhould your poor Semanthe run for Succour ? 
Or ſhould I live to mourn your Loſs for ever? 

Tach. O ſtop not here! for ever bleſs my Ears 

With the delightful Story of thy Love: 

My Heart is raviſh'd with exceſſive Joy. 

Leaps in my Breaſt, 

And dances to the Muſick of thy Voice. 

O my Semanthe! let me die with Rapture, 

Thus figh my Soul out on thy Virgin Boſom, 

Thus preſs thee ſtill, for ever hold thee to me, 

Emptying the hoarded Treaſure of my Love, 

Till Life be ſpent, and I fall pale before thee. 

What ſhall I fay to ſpeak thy wondrous Virtue? 

My Tongue forſakes me, when I would go on, 

Uncapable to form my _ Thoughts, 

And I can only gaze, and ſtill admire thee. 
Seliman coming forward. 

Sel. Gaze on, devour her all; this Look's thy laſt. 

Sem. O Heay'ns! we are betray'd. 

Sel. O wondrous Modeſty of Guilt diſcover d! 
Ingrateful Slaye! I will not any to tell thee, 
How thou haſt baſely wrong d thy Friend and Brother: 
I did delign thy Death; but thank the Powers, 
That have reviv d expiring Nature in me: 
But fly, be gone, to Death, or Baniſhment ; . 
And all the publick Offices you held 
By our Permiſſion, here we take again : 
The General Staff, Arbanes, now: 1s thine. - 

Arb. My Service beſt will ſpeak my Gratitude. 

Sel. As Traitors to our Crown, and Life, your Heads 

| [To the Lords. - 

Are forfeit to our Laws: But meet ignobler Fates. 
Madam, your Sex's Folly pleads your Cauſe; , 
But think on him no more; learn to forget 
A Slave ſo much unworthy. 
Arbanes, thou attend upon Semanthe, >. 


Aud guard her, as thou wauldſt thy Life; away, [Exit 
| | Cy. Tacks. 
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Tach. If in my better Fortune I have ever 
Deſerv'd thy Love, 
Grant me a parting Minute with Semanthe ; 
And in return, my Life 
Shall be too ſhort, to ſhew my Gratitude. 
Arb. My Lord! the Time requires a ſhort Farewel, 
And you muſt make it ſo: I know there are 
A thouſand tender Things for you to ſay, 
Unfit for me to hear: 
Therefore, my Lord, the Guards ſhall wait without. 
[Exit with Guards. 


Tach. Now my Semanthe ! 
Sem. O my moſt loy'd Lord! 
Support me, for my Spirits die within me, 
At the leaſt mention of thy Baniſhment. 
Tach. Look up my Star, my ſhining Happineſs ; 
Dart through the gloomy Winter of our Fortune, 
And ſmile upon me: 
Let us deceive our Miſeries a while 4 
Talk of the Joys of Love, and never think 
Of Parting; Grief will come too faſt upon us. 
Sem. Methinks already in ſome barbarous Wild, 
Like a benighted Traveiler, I walk; 
Viewing with watry Eyes the finking Sun, 
And Night diſplaying her fad Enſigns round: 
No friendly Village near me, all before, 
A horrid maze of Death, without a Guide 
To chear my heavy Steps; Deſpair, and Death ! 
Darkneſs, and everlaſting Horror round me: 
O wilt thou ne'er return to glad my Soul, 
And muſt we never, never meet again! 
Tach. My Soul's laſt Treaſure! how I part from thee, 
How far above the World I prize thy Love, 
Th Almighty Searchers of the Mind can tell: 
But ſince irrevocable Fate has doom'd 
That I muſt ne er be happy; O hear my Wiſh 
For thy Content, and Peace of Mind ! 
It matters not what ſhall become of me. 
When I am gone for ever from thy Sight, 
Forget that wretched Tachmas over was; 
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O! think not on the Wretch, for that wil grieve thee 


But give thy Love to yal Selman, 
Give him th; that Heart, that once was mine; thoſe " 


That ſpotleſs Faith thou gay'ſt to me: Which (lince 
Tis for your Peace) Gods! I here reſign; 
Here on this Altar figh you all away. Kiſſing her Hand. 

Sem. O moſt unkind! og reac me thus? 

Or would you have me think you never low d, 
That thus you wiſh me from you? 
Tach. My Love! 
My dearer ſelf! ! thou Miracle of Woman! 
For what recorded Story ever told 
One of thy Sex ſo fond of Miſery? 
Let us live wretched then, and ever love; 
So truly love, that the relenting Gods - 
At laſt in Juſtice may redreſs our 
And bring us fafe unto each others Arms. 

. O! if I ever prove untrue to Tachmas, 

ay drm ahir my Honour to a Slave, 
Be branded a vile, common Proſtitute, 
And only known by the black Marks of Shame. 

Tach. O I could hear thee ever: But thus relolv'd | 
Let's try to part. 

Sem. 0 you muſt firſt 
For my Heart's fond, and 
Would break it quite. 

Tuch. Farewel, Semanthe ! * you Gods, 

To you I recommend this w cighty 

O guard her Innocence, and ſecure her aith, 
(For ſure ſhe will be ſtrongly Fave he from me) 
That if our kinder Stars ſhould guide me home 
To theſe lov'd Arms, our Souls meer, _ ang Toes. 

Sem. My Heart's exceeding heav 
Dazle my Sight, and 0 let hs Faq. you: | 
O do not leave me yet! s 

Tach. I muſt be gone: 4 
If I ſtay longer we are both undone; 
My Eyes would ever on that Object dwell; 5 | 
—_— we muſt part — farewel. 

Sem, Farewel farewell.  [Exennt. 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 
Emter Seliman following Semanthe. 


T HE ſtubborn Rocks are worn by pouring Floods! 
But you, tho cover d with a conſtant Dew, 
Like weeping Marble, 
Give me no hopes, but are as hard as ever. 
Sem. Learn Hope from widow'd Turtles, 
Or from the melancholy Philomel, 
Who perch'd all Night alone in ſhady Groves, 
Tunes her ſoft Voice to ſad Complaints of Love, 
Making her Life one great harmonious Wo. 
Sel. Cannot Padtolas Strand, nor Tagus' Stream, 
Nor heaps of Pearl join'd with a Perſian Crown, 
Bias your Thoughts, or poiſe a Subject's Love? 
Sem. Tho your wide Empire, with expanded Wings, 
Flew o'er the Eaſt, farther than Cyrus led it; 
Tho? the Sun tenanted his Courſe from you, 
And the rich Indian World confeſs d your Sway; 
I would prefer my Tachmas, my lov d Lord, 
To all the Pageantries of gaudy Power. 
Tachmas! whoſe Name but mention d, warms my Heart; 
Life of my Hopes! and Charmer of my Soul! 
Sel. You were not form'd to run in Nature's Herd, 
Sultry, and elbow'd in the Crowd of Slaves : 
Theſe matchleſs Beauties ſhould adorn a Throne, 
Plac'd eminently in a ſhining Orb, LS 


Dart Life or Death in every awful Look. 7 
Sem. O Tachmas! didſt thou know | 3 
How my aſſaulted Faith maintains the Field, J 


Sure thou wouldſt fly to my Aſſiſtance. E 
' Sel. O Madam! taſte the Pleaſures of a Throne: x 
The Sweets of Nature always blow around us: 

Fate cannot reach us: 

The Ills ſhe ſcatters through the lower World, 

Like Vapours, vanifh ere they gain our height: 

Joys flow untainted from the — Gods, 
VVV Which 
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Which the poor Subject takes at ſecond hand: 
No Noiſe moleſts us but what Muſick makes; 
Cool, gentle Breezes fan our hotter Hours, 
While we look down, and view the ſweating World. 
See, at your Feet I offer all my Greatneſs, 
My Love, my Life, yet all too little far 
To purchaſe one dear Look, one pitying Smile. | 
Sem. O riſe, my Royal Lord! why ſhould you kneel 
To me? why do you hold me thus? 
Sel. Why dof 9 turn away? 
Sem. I muſt be gone. 
Sel. What! not a Look! not one dear Smile, to chear 
My famiſh'd Love, my fad 2 Heart ! 
But my too happy Rival will diſpen 
With this ——thus, thus I print my Soul. 
[Kiſſing her Hand, ſhe breaks from him. 
— ſo ſoon! nay then tis time to ſpeak: 
By all the Pangs of Love, if thus you leave me, 
Thus tortur'd with the Violence of my Paſſion, 
Your Lover's Blood alone ſhall quench my Rage. 
Sem. Ah! where ſhall Conſtancy meet a Reward? 
Where ſhall that poor, abandon'd Virtue fly ? 
For here tis perſecuted to undoing. - 
Sel. Tis not his Baniſhment that ſhall ſuffice : 
That I apply d, as a ſafe Remedy, 
In hopes you would forget him by : 
But fince I find th' Infection ſpreads upon you, 
I muſt be quick, and ſnatch the ſharpeſt Cure: 
And fince he only bars my Happineſs, 
His Death ſhall guide me on my way to Bliſs. Exit. 
Sem. O leave me not with that deſtructive Sound ! 
My Lord! oh ſtay! O hear me, ere you go: 
—— He's gone, and may perhaps intend it too: 
Ah! No; Hyrcanian Tigers would not hurt my Love: 
hut a revengeful, furious Rival may. 
Tachmas and Death! O keep em diſtant, Heay'n! 
For like deſtroying Planets, if t meer, 
My Ruin's certain: Some God inſpire my Mind, 
In this wide Maze of Death, a Path to 


That 
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That always haunt the Dwelling. 
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That leads me to the Means, how I may {ave 
My Love; or that, which leads me to my Grave. [Ext. 


SCENE changes to the Conntry, 


Enter Oſman with ſeveral Officers. 

Oſm. Far hence he cannot be; 

And by the Villagers Deſcription, - 
It muſt be the Prince, they ſaw, 

1 Off. Tis ſtrange that Miſery ſhould be fo filent : 
The Birds in mournful Notes ſhould ſhare his Griefs, 
Each Grove ſhould eccho the ſad Accents back, 
And every Bark contain the fatal Story. 

2 Off. Let's ſeparate; he cannot ſcape our Search. Exe. 

Enter Tachmas. | 

Tach, Greatneſs (the Earneſt of malicious Fate 

For future Woe) was never meant a Good; 

Baited with gilded Ruin, tis caſt out 

To catch poor eabe Man. 

What is't te be a Prince? 

To have a keener Sen(e of our Misfortunes: 

That's all our wretched Gain. 

The Vulgar think us bappy; and at diſtance, 

Like ſome fam'd ruinous Pile, we ſeem to flouriſh: 
But we, who live at home, alone can tell 

The ſad Diſquiets, and — Peace, 


— — 
PE gs ans: 


O Ambition! 

Hew ſtrangely doſt thou charm the Minds of Men! 
That they will chuſe to ſtarve on Mountain Tops, 
Rather than taſte the Plenty of the Vale. 5 
Had my kind Stars deſign d my Fortune here; 

— among Swains, — — Semanithe by me, 

e conquering Beaut me Neighbouring Village; 
What Ages of — might 1 have paſt, 1 
Till Time had quench d both Life and Love together? 
But O! I never more muſt think of Peace 
Semanthe's gone for ever: O Semanthe ! Exit. 
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Re-Enters with Officers. 
Tach. Come to my Arms, 3 — xe they, 
Who, in the piercing Winter of our Fortune, 
Cling to our ſapleſs Sides, and keep us warm. 
Once more let me endear you to my Heart: 
And now, my Friends, part we like Seldiers here; 
All to our ſeyeral Fates: Fight for the King, 
As I have done, and may your Services | 
Be better paid, 4 
Oſm. Oft have we ſeen Fate hovering o'er our Camp, 
In all the bloody Horrors of a War; 
Nor have we left our General at the View : 
And ſhall we here deſert him baſely here? 
Where only Hunger, or ſome trivial Want, 
(Which War has turn'd to Nature in us) threatens? 
1 Off. Fate could not part our Fortunes in the War, 
Nor ſhall ſhe now. t | 
Of. Were thoſe ſoft Slaves of Luxury and Eaſe 
To head an Army; thoſe who thas have 'd you; 
How would they Voice it o'er and o'er for Ti f 
To come, and blunt the Edge of War again! | 
2 Off. Baſe Natures always hate, where they're oblig d. 
Enter Arbanes with a Guard. | 
Arb. My Lord! I come empower'd to take 
You Priſoner, as Traitor to the State. 
Tach. A Traitor | 
Prethee forbear me that, and I reſign 
My ſelf to Juſtice up, without the Stain 
Of thy black Blood upon my Innocence. 
Arb. I come not here to talk. 
O/m. There's not a Life here, 
Which fondly you eſteem within your Power, 
But muſt be ſold at dearer Rates of Blood, 
Than you, and all your crowd of Guards can pay. 
Tach. Yet hold, my generons Friends! 1 -ncÞ 1 AY 
By Diſobedience to my King's Command, 
Raſhly forgo my Virtue: If he think fit 
To take my Life, or make it yet more wretched; 
My Loyalty ties up my forward Sword, 
And teaches filently to ſuffer all. 
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And now a long farewel: Live to enjoy 
A better Fortune in your Prince's Favour. 


[ Exit with Arbanes. 
1 Off. Let's to the Army, 
Where noble Souls will not be wanting to 
Aſſiſt our Cauſe, and turn the Prince's Fate. 
Oſm. I'll to Court, 
Where if kind Fortune favour my Deligns, 
I may prove ſerviceable, [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE the Palace. 


Enter Seliman and Iſmael. 

Sel. Since Fate has put the Traitor in my Power ; 
My Juſtice ſhall have Wings. 

Im. The harmleſs Beaſt bows to the ſacred Knife, 
But *tis to keep off Thunder from our Crimes, | 
And to make Friends in Heav'n: But what? Oh! what 
Can you propoſe by taking Tachmas' Life? — 
Thus you not only throw your Shield away 
From your unguarded Head, but do incite 
The long Forbearance of the Gods againſt you. 

Sel. Has he not dar d my Crown, as well as Love? 
Has he not ſtoln into my Armies Hearts? | 
Nay more, when I had baniſh'd him my Court, 

Has he not countenanc'd Rebellion in 
My diſaffected Captains? 
this thou know'ſt, and yet would'ſt have me ſpare him. 
Iſm. Only, great Sophy, as he is your Brother: 
For, by the Gods, were he a private Man, 
My Sword ſhould reach the Villain in his Heart: 
But as he is the Prince, your Peoples Idol, 
And one that ſhares your Blood, you may forgive. 

Sel. Since he is Great, and makes my Crown his Aim. 
A politick Juſtice does perſwade his Death: 

A Bramble ne er can ſpring up to a Cedar; 
But a tall Pine, upon a Mountain's Top, 


May grow my Rival, and perhaps o'erlook me 


He dies to Night, by the bright- God he does: 
A Scaffold ſhall the Traitor's Head receive; 
V And 
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And publick Juſtice ſend him to his Grave. Ls 
I/m. Becaule 1 ſeem for Tachmas, therefore I k mz 
Thus he concludes; but the Illation's falſe. 
I would as loath obtain the Suit I move for, 
As Lawyers, brib'd againſt the Cauſe they plead : 
—— But thus I'm unſuſpected of his Death. 
—— O! there's the Pleaſure, ſo to work the Crowd, 
That their beſt Thoughts may crown our Villanies, 
And frame us honeſt ey'n in the act of Miſchief. 
Enter Sunamire to him. 
Sun. Thus far Succeſs has led our Plots along, 
And Expectation been paid with Intereſt: 
And ſhould theſe fail (which would be vain to fear,) 
My teeming Brain holds a Minerva ſtill, 
That with unerring Miſchief would ſupply me. 
I/m. Madam, there needs no more; with wondrous Skill 
You've rais'd the antick Machine up, and now 
Mov'd by an inward Power, *twill act alone: 
Whilſt we, like Sailors tacking for the Wind, 
Mount on the Deck at laſt, with full blown Sails 
Drive onward to our Port, and proudly ride 
On dancing Billows down the foaming Tide. 
Sun. How are my Spirits haunted by Revenge? 
—— But I can more ſuftain: 
Nay, ſtab this Breaſt, to plague my happy Rival, 
And that raſh Scorner of my proffer'd Love. 
Iſm. Semiramis no more ſhall be ador d 
In Story; female Spirit never mention'd more: 
But Sunamire ſhall "1 the Cheeks of Fame, 
And in the Roll of Women be the leading Name. 
Sun. The Hour grows big with Fate. But let's away; 
And place a Guard on every Courtier's Eye, 
As Seamen watch in Storms th' inconſtant Sky, [Exemnt. 


The SCENE draws fhews Tachmas on a 
Scaffold, Guards, Spectators, &c. 


Tach. Death we ſhould prize, as the beſt Gift of Nature; 
As a fate Inn, where weary Travellers, 


42 The Loyal BROTHER; or, 


1 
ö 

| 

k | 
1 
| 

U 

\ 

I 

! 


When they have journied through à World of Cares, 
May put off Life, and be at Reſt for ever; 

If *twere in private, void of Pomp and Show: 

But Groans, and weeping Friends, and ghaſtly Blacks 
Diſtract us with their fad Solemnity : | 
The Preparation is th Executioner : 

For Death unmask'd ſhews us a friendly Face, 

And only is a Terror at a Diftance : 


For as the Line of Life conducts us on 


To this great Court, the Proſpect ſhews more fair, 
"Tis Nature's Hoſpital, that's always open 
To take us in, when we have drain'd the Sweets 
Of Life, or worn our Days to Age, or Wretchedneſs. 
Then why ſhould delay? or fondly fear 
To embrace this ſoft Repoſe, this laſt Retreat? 
I? who like Bloſſoms withering on the Bough, 
Dy'd in my Birth, and almoſt was born Old. 
Enter Seliman, Iſmael, Arbanes, and Attendants, 

Im. Yet Sir! turn back; altho' a Criminal, 
He is your Brother; and to fee him bleed, 
(So gentle is the Temper of your Soul) 
Will raiſe your very Thoughts in Arms againſt you : 
Nature LF Juſtice, like contending Tides, 
Will drive you from the Calmneſs of your Mind: 
And what the Conſequence may be, how fatal 
To your Peace, none knows, but all ſhould dread : 
Therefore, my Lord, I beg you —— 

Sel. Urge no more: 
I tell thee Iſmael, 11! ſtand unmov'd, 
Behold him fall a purple Sacrifice 
To my Ambition, and my iajur'd Love; 
As unconcern'd as twere a common Fate. 

Tach. Although ſufficient Reaſons urge my Death; 
Yet, O great Sir! I never could imagine 
It would rejoice you to behold me bleed : 
Here I confeſs you have outgone my Thoughts. 


Arb. By Hell I read Concern i'th Sophy's Leoks.[A4ſide. 


Im. He'll never ſtand it out. [ Aſude. 
Tach. Yet ere this fleeting Being d ſappears; 
Before I leave che World, let me avaw , 
Tie 
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The Loyalty and Firmneſs of my Foul 
Before this reſence, ro imperial Power. 
And by th' Expectance of eternal Reſt 
To all my paſt Calamities, in Death; 
By all the thouſand Longings of my Soul, 
Now at my parting Minute; O! I ſwear, 
That through my Life, in all the Fields I fought, 
And conquer'd in your Cauſe, I never bled 
With more Content and Satisfaction 
(When crimſon Conqueſt claſpt me in her Arms, 
And lawrel'd Triumphs welcom'd my Return) 
Than now I empty all the Springs of Life, 
Open each Vein, and (as the laſt great Due) 
Offer the ſcarlet Treaſure of my Heart, 
In dread Obedience to your high Command. 

Sel. This rebel Nature factions in my Breaſt; 
But 'tis reſolv'd, I am not to be mov d. 

Tach. Since Fate ordain'd Semantbe's Charms to be 
The fatal Prize of our contending Loves; 
Since I muſt loſe her; with my lateſt Breath, 
That facred Relique of my Soul, that all | 
The Riches, Empire, that my Heart rejoyc'd in, 
I here reſign to your eternal 


O take her, Sir! and be for ever bleſt, 


Bc bleſt far far above all human Thought; 

For endleſs Joys are in that Heav'n of Love. 

A thouſand Cupids dance upon her Smiles, 

Young, bathing Angels wanton in her Eyes, 

Melt in her Looks, and pant upon her Breaſts; 

Each Word is gentle, as a Weſtern Breeze, 

That fans the Infant Boſom of the Spring, 

And every Sigh more roſie than the Morn : 

—— The Thouyh: inſpires my Soul; but I have done: 
O] keep her ciow to the Buſineſs of your Loves; ' 
impoſe a mighty Task of pleaſing Toil 
Upon her; give her not time to think on Tachmas; 

For if ſhe does, ſure ſhe will give a Tear; 

And Oh! I would not have Semanthe weep; 
Tho' the dear Dew would make my Aſhes flouriſhjn my 


Tomb. 
Begona | 
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Begona enters attended, in great diſtract ion. 
Beg. © Horror! Horror! Torment to my Eyes! 

Why was I doom'd to this unhappy Day ? 
Why gave I not my ſelf to be devour'd 
With your great Father, in his fileut Tomb, 
Rather than thus, in my declining Life, 
Have my diſtracted Bowels rent, and gaſh'd 
By two loy'd Sons, in an unnatural Strife? 
See where ftript Innocence, with Brow auguſt, 
Serenely bids Defiance to the Ax ; 
As if his Soul were ſchool'd to ſuffer Wrong ! 
Ah! have you Eyes? or are you Marble turn'd? 
No, no; the Marble weeps, yet has no Eyes, 
Ah! go not from me; tis a Mother begs 
And as a Mother muſt not be refus'd; | 
*Tis but an eaſie Boon, my Tackhmas Life; 


A Brother's Life, a Life leſs his than yours, 


But mine in chief: Then whither would your Rage? 
Like Tullia triumph o'er a Parent's Wounds ? 

Sel. My Guards confine the Queen to her Apartment 
Till Execution's paſt. 

Arb. Curſe on theſe Land-Syrens; what brave Deſi 
Have been undone, by liſtning to Women ? Aſide. 

Beg Ah! muſt your Empire's — your People's Joys, 
The Wiſhes of good Men, be facrific'd ; 
To a fantaſtick Idol, that uſurps 4 
The Heat of Paſſion, to appear a God in, 9 
But in cool Blood ſeems monſtrous, as a Fury? : 
Such is Revenge: If fo, then ſtop not here, \4 
Let your licentious Fury ſweep along, "8 
And make a Mother's Death comp!cat the Scene ; 
Of moſt triumphant Murder: Rip this Womb, 
That form'd him yet an Embricn, and gave 
Him Being, to diſpleaſe you: Gaſh theſe Veins, 7 
That robb d themſelves of Vigor, to ſupply Fab 
His Infancy with Strength to act againſt you; 
Strike, ſtab, and drown this Conteſt ip my Blood. 

Sel. Are my Commands diſputed? [The Guards advance. 

Beg. Off, you Slaves! | 
Is there no filial Duty to a Parent? 


No 
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No Virtue in a Mother's Tears, to ſtir © 
Obedience in a Son? then I will kneel, 
Thus, like a Vaſſal, follow on my Knees, 
And never leave purſuing. 
Semanthe enters in great 2 and throws her ſelf at 
is Feet. 
Sel. This face of fatal Sorrow does confound me; 
Nor can I ſtand this teſt. 
Beg. Sem. Ah! go not from us. Both hold him. 
Beg. Faſt as a drowning Wretch, Il] your Knees, 
To the laſt Plunge of Life. 
Sem. Thus pale, and dying, 
With my diſhevel'd Hair, I'll bind you to me: 
Drag me you may, or daſh me to the Ground, 
Trample upon me; yet I will not leave you, 
Till your wild Rage ſhall ſpurn me to my Grave. 
O! can you view the Violence of my Grief, 
That throws me groveling on the Pavement thus, 
Torn with Diſtraction, raving; yet not give 
A Look, a Sigh, one tender pitying Word 
To raiſe me from Deſpair? — 
See, ſee, he turns away from my Complaini 
My Sobs, my Groans, and Swoonings: O recal, 
Revoke the Rigor of your dooming Voice: 
Tho' you have ſaid it, yet you have not ſworn 
My utter Ruin, 
Beg. If you perſiſt to take your Brother's Life, 
(Oh hear what my preſaging Soul divines!) 
No Hiſtory ſhall ofter an Excuſe: 
Mothers ſhall curſe your Memory, Nurſes fright 
Their crying Infants with your horrid Tale. 
But if it ſhal! be {aid in After-Times, 
How in the height of Madneſs, 
When nothing could arreſt your lifted Hand, 
Your Piety difarm'd you: 
What fair Opinions then ſhall crown your Duſt? 
How bright will your Example ſhine in Story ? 
Your Name will be invok d, as a ſure Charm 
To excite Obedience; Mothers early teach 
Their Children Reverence, by reciting you* 


And 
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Without this Ceremony. [To Iſmel. 
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And is not this more worthy, than the Fame 
Of that imperial Parricide of Rome? 

Sem. Mercy is ſtill a Virtue, and moſt priz d, 
When hope of Pardon leaves us: O! then ſpeak, 
Speak in the Voice of ſome relenting God; 

Diſpel the general Conſternation, 
That hangs, like Night, upon the Face of Perſia, 
And be ador'd above the Riſing Sun. 

Beg. By all the Hopes, that ripen'd in my Womb, 

That ſweetned the hard Labour of my Pains, 
And promis'd at thy Birth, with Infant Smiles, 
A World of Comfort to thy Mother's Age! 
O! I conjure you pity my Complainings, 

And give my Tachmas to theſe falling Tears. 

Sem. By Fame. 

Beg. By Nature, by your Father's Duft. 

Sem. By the bright Throne of Cyrus. 

Beg. By the Sun, 

And all thoſe Stars, that ever bleſt this Land 
With their auſpicious Influence. 

Sem. He yields, he melts, I read it in his Looks e 
A Bluſh confus'dly wanders in his Cheeks; 

And now he turns away. O bleſled Change! 

Beg. O matchleſs Virtue! happy, happy Day! 

im. Be pleas d, great Sir! retire: 
Nature may turn the Beam of Juſtice. [1 

Sel. What! ſhall we turn Salvages in Nature's Field ? 
—— O riſe, my Royal Mother! riſe, Semanthe ! 

Yes you have conquer'd, and I bluſh to think 
I could ſo long reliſt ſuch wondrous Virtue. 

Beg. What Tongue can ſpeak the Rapture of my Soul? 
I'm loſt in Joy. 1 

Sem. You Gods! that hoard up Bleſſings to reward 1 
Tranſcendent Virtue, here exhauſt your Store; 

And if a Virgin's Prayers, or Wiſhes, can 
Add the leaſt Grain to the vaſt Heap, O take em: 
Yet all will be too little for this Goodneſs. 

Arb. Hell! Plagues! and Death! here's your Policy: 

Had I been heard, the Buſineſs had been done 


» pe, 
HY 6- 


Sel, 


12 


The PrRSIAN PRIN B. 47 


Sel. Live Tachmas! Vive; come to thy Brother's Arms; 
Think him no more a Monſter, Parricide, 
A Wolf, that lives upon the Steam of Blood: 
I've loſt my brutal Nature, and am Man 
Again, merciful, gentle as the firſt. 
Tach. What means my Royal Lord? 
Sel. Ah! wound me not 


With the Remembrance of my hated Actions, 


Which ſhun the Light, and fain would be forgotten. 
I would compleat the general ors | 
And give the Crown of all, Semanthe, to thy Love, 

But dare not, while a Breath of Paſhon, ſtirs me: 

But Tachmas! raiſe thy Expectation high: 

Let Fancy revel in a thouſand Forms 

Of Joys, yet uninvented by Mankind : 

For Virtue wins apace my Soul- 

My toſſing Thoughts will ſoon be rock'd in Calms, 

And then . ſnall be wholly thine. 

Thus at the laſt the beaten Voyager, 

Having out-liv'd the Storm, does homeward ſteer, 
Recounts his Dangers, in a jocund Vein, 

Preſents to th' Life, the Fury of the Main, 

Paints every Wave; but ne'er will out again: 

So ſince my Virtue has the Conqueſt won; 

The Memory of what's already done, 

Shall awe, and daſh my rebel Paſſions down, [Exe. 


at 4 n PR ak r 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Euter Iſmael, Sunamire and Arbanes. 
was” Hos long, with Pains and Toil, we've heay'd a 


Stone | 
To the Hill's Top, and how it tumbles on us. 
Curſe on thoſt Plots, that give us endleſs Labour. 
Iſin. Had our Revenge ſet out low-pac'd and eale, 
It had with equal Might maintain'd the Courſe, 
And reach'd untir'd the Goal of our Deſigns : 


— 


But 
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But a too violent Speed has ruin'd all. 
As an unpractis'd Seaman, in a Storm, 
Plies all his Sail to the unruly Winds, 


To wing him to a Port, and never thinks 


That the uneven Veſſel is o'erpower'd ; 
Till he too late laments his Ignorance, 
And every Billow offers him a Tomb. 
Arb. The Baſe, on which all our Deſigns were founded, 


Is overturn d; the Sophy's Love abates; 


And now tis rumour'd through the Court, that ſoon 
He'll give Semanthe up to Tachmas' Arms. 
Sun. Firſt let the Frame of Nature be diſſolv'd; 
Let Swunamire be Duſt, and laid in Earth 
Deep as the Center; elſe they are not ſafe 
From the Contrivance of a Rival's Rage. 
Tho' I both hate his Perſon, and his Love; 
Yet but to ſee him in another's Arms, 
Would give me ſpeedy Death. 
What! ſhall Semanthe triumph in my Spoils? 
Shall ſhe enjoy him all? whilſt I ſtand wiſhing, 
And like a Spirit damn'd, am robb'd of Hope? 
O Hell! it mads my Reaſon but to think on't. 
I ſhall become their May game; 
At their loſe Intervals of calmer Love, 
She'll hang upon his Lips, and beg him tell 3 
The Story of my Paſſion o'er again; 4 
Which he relates, and with a ſcornful Smile, 4 
Adds to my Shame, to make the Girl more vain. 
And muſt this be whilſt I have Being? no; 
The Thunder s in my Breaſt for vent; 
Here, here it 1 to — its violent Way; 
And now it burſts: The flaming Bolts are hurl'd: 
See, fee; the Lovers are diſpers d and ſcatter'd, 
Whiskt up into the Air, like Summer's Duſt 
By Whirlwinds. [Exit. 
Iſm. She grows big with new Deſigns, 
And theſe dire Pangs foretel their Birth at hand. 
Arb. Tis Woman only helps us at a ſtand. [ Exeumt. 


Tachmas 


xit. 
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- Tachmas croſſing the Stage. 

Tach. Where ſhall I fly to ſhun this Solitude ? 
My Melancholy haunts me every where: 
And not one kindly Beam pierces the Gloom 
Of my dark Thoughts, to give a glimple of Comfort.) 
Here, as in Eden once, tho all things ſmile, 
Tho' Nature plays the Prodigal, and gives 
Large handed, what our boundleſs Wiſhes crave; 
Yet diſcontentedly I roam about, 
And cannot taſte the Pleaſures of the Place. 
The Court ſeems all a crowded Wilderneſs, 
Where J appear, like the firſt Man, forlorn; 
Whilſt each created Being elſe enjoys, 
In happy Pairs, the Fellowſhip of Life: 
And it his loanly State he did bemoan, 
And wiſht an Eve, when Woman was unknown, 

What would he have done, had he been forc'd from her, 
Soon as he found her fortunately Fair ? [Exit 
Re-enter Sunamire with 4 Letter, Arbanes and Iſmael. 
Sun. Brother, this Letter is your Care; 

And tho' to me directed from the Prince, 
Yet it muſt fall into Semanthe's Hands. 
Arb. A Slave attendant on her Perſo 
Shall do the Buſineſs. 
Sun. I'll make a Viſit to Semanthe, and 
Prepare ker by s to meet the News; | 
Which, when ſhe finds confirm'd in this forg'd Letter, 
Muſt work Effects proportion'd to our Hopes. 
Iſm. O you're the very Spirit, and Soul of Plotting! 
Nothing within the Circuit of Invention, | 
Can ſcape your ſearching Thoughts, 
Sun. Since nothing could be hop'd for from the Sophy; 
This, as the fitteſt way, I did propoſe, . 
To work each others Ruin from themſelves. 
In About it, Madam, loſe not this preſent Now; 
This Minute's worth a Year of common Hours, 
Arb. If this Plot fail, th n Heay'n ! the Fault is yours. [Exe. 
Semanthe melancholy in her Apartment. M5 
Sem. Did Time but circumſcribe my Miſeries, 
I'd live upon the Hopes of being bleſ + 
Vol. I. D And 
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And travel chearful through my Youth, to come 

In the Evening of my Lite, and die within his Arms. 

—— Has not the Sophy paſt his Royal Word 

To make us 1 why then ſhould I fear? 

——— Alas! my fooliſh Heart! how ſoon thou'rt wrought on! 

No, no; fond Hopes, you flattering Torments hence; 

You {mile upon me, to betray me on 

"To new Delſpairs, and here I caſt you from me: 

For, Chymiſt like, I waſte my tedious Life 

In vain Expectance, and at laſt die Poor. 

Enter Sunamire 70 her. 
Sun. Semanthe weeping! what can Fortune mean? 

Now, when the Majeſty of Perſia comes, 

In all his Royalties, and Pomp of Power, 

Like a deſcending God, to Court you to him, 

Thus to be ſcen in Tears provokes my Wonder. 

Sem. Alas! is it ſo ſtrange to view me in 

That Garb of Sorrow, which 1 daily wear, 

And never will put off, till my lov'd Lord, 

My Tachmas' Preſence ſhall difpel theſe Clouds. 

Sun. O Madam! he muſt be forgotten now: 

Let not his Memory debar ycur Thoughts 

From all that Indian World, thoſe Golden Joys, 

Which an Imperial Lover offers to you. | 
Sem. Where would thy Language pointme? O my Fears! 
Sun. Tachmas no longer ſtruggles with his Fate, 

To force Impoſlibilities; and ſince 

Heav'n has delign'd you for the Sophy's Bed, 

He bows to th* immortal Will; and has reſolv'd 

{Rather than rob your Merits of a Crown) 

To wean his Heart for ever from your Charms, 

And fix his Wiſhes to ſome humbler Maid, 

Whoſe Beauties, as they are not to be enyy'd, 

Have Store of Happine to feed Content. 

Sem. Had I a Faith beyond the Ignorant, 

I could not credit this. O Sunamire! recal 

The flecting Air, that bears the Sound away, 

-Or from this Hour (tho' the divineſt Truth 

Spoke in thy Words) ne'er hope to be beliey'd. 

Tho? we are wretched, it ſhall ne er be ſaid, al 


WL 


— 
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That Fortune took the Ad of our Crimes, 
To make us ſo. Tachmas has all the Truth 
Of Heav'n, fo pure, ſo white, fo innocent: 
No Woman that has ever known the Arts 
Of cozening Man, will think him of the Kind. 
Sun, Madam, I'm forry I ſhould be the firſt 
To bring unwelcome News. 1. 
Sem. And yet, my Sunamire! thou wert my Friend. 
My Boſom Friend; and why ſhould'ſt thou betray me? 
Ah! no; I find it now; tis all a Truth, | | 
All that thou ſay'ſt: My Tachmas is o ercome 
By this laſt generous Uſage of the Sopby, 
And I am fold to Ruin: 
And it was kind in thee, moſt like a Friend, 
To come, and give me all my Fate at once, 
And not behold me languiſh in my Pains. 
No Sunamire! this poor forſaken Maid 
Shall not out-live her Shame: Yet ere I die, 
May I not know my nappy Rival's Name ? 
Sum. Now all the Subtilty 
Alas! how am I wrought into an Error, 
A maze of Folly by my Indiſcretion ! 
I could not think you yet retain'd a Thought 
Of Tachmas, therefore ignorantly too far. 
In me to anſwer, would appear inſulting : 
Therefore I beg you'd ſpare my Modeſty 
The Bluſh, my Tongue the Vanity ta tell, 

What ſoon from every Mouth will ſtrike your Ears. 
Sem. Inſinuating Fiend! I fee thee 
That painted Vizor of thy flatt'ring F 
With all thy deviliſh Stratagems a going. 

Now I perceive, what I ſo long ſuſpected, 
Thy Love to Tachmas: And now thou com'ſt to raiſe 
My ſealoufie, on ſome ſiniſter End. 
But to this Point Pm fixt ; That thould the Earth 
Depoſe his Falſhood in a — Voice, | 
Nay, call the Tongues of Angels to avouch it, 
I would not think it of him. | . 

Sun. Know then, as to the — 4 of the Prince, 
9 * 

2 4 
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*Twas got ſo eaſily, I do not think 

It worth a Triumph, ſcarce of being vain ; 
For, like a Slave, I found him on the Ground, 
Groaning beneath the Bondage of your Love, 
And begging Liberty from any Hand. 

Sem. O Heay'ns.— 

Sun. Let it be never ſaid to ſhame our Sex, 
That any Lady in her youthful Bloom, 
When Beauty wanders in a thouſand Charms, 
And not a Look can paſs without a Wound, 
That then ſhe fulſomely detain'd a Lover 
Againſt his Will, and.cloid him with her Fondneſs: 
O! how I loath the Sound! againſt his Will! 

Sem. Sure thou haſt drunk with Adders, that thy Tongue 
Thus Poiſons every Word it forms, and caſts | 
Its Venom on my Tachmas' Conſtancy. 

Sun. There's no ſuch thing as Cantlancy in Nature: 
"Tis but a borrow'd Name, for feeble Beauties, 

Or ſtale decaying Virgins, to make uſe of. 
True Love ſhould be as wavering as the Wind: 
For that remains but while the Rapture laſts, 
And palls. when ſunk to an Indifference. 

Sem. You ſpeak of that poor Paſſion in your Breaſt, 

Rais'd by an earthly Fume of baſe Deſire ; 

The ſudden Fit of a diſtemper'd Love : 

Where the groſs fo mounts not above the Senſe; 
Not the ſeraphic Flame, that warms the Soul : 
Such was the facred Fire, that light our Loves, 
That fir d my Tachmas' Heart, and made him mine, 

Sun. Then be it ſo: Rave on in fond Conceits 

Of aiery Promiſes of Conſtancy : 

Swell your thin Hopes with inſubſtantial Food, 

Whilſt I taſte real Feaſts of Fleſh and Blood, 

And in your Tachmas'. Arms reap thouſand Joys, 
Which Dreams but Ape, and Fancy but deſtroys. 
Methinks already in ome ſmiling Grove 

I fir, embracing the dear Man I .ove: | 

We Sigh, and Kiſs, and now our Tranſports grow 
Tumulinous, but the Thoughts of you, 

(Tho' Love be loſt in Love) 2 

Still lend us Vigor, and our Joys renew, [Exit, 


1 


The PERSIAN PRINCE. 53 


Sem. How the inſulting Creature Lords it o'er me! 

And well ſhe may, for ſuch a Conqueſt ſure 

Might make the temperateſt Victor proud: 

This may be Malice, or a Plot to try me; 

That's the laſt Hope between me, and Deſpair. 

Enter an Eunuch with a Letter. 

Eun. Madam, the Truſt I have been honour'd with 

In your Service, gain d me the Prince's Faith; 

From whoſe Hand this Letter I receiy'd 

For Sunamire, with ſtrict Injunctions 

Of Care, and Secreſie: At which miſtruſting 

Some Practices in hand againſt your Loves; 

I've brought it to you. 
Sem. 1 will reward your Care. [Reads the Letter. 


Sunamire, 


ESIST no longer the Propoſitions I made you, to place 
the Crown 2 on — Head; if 0: at 
make uſe of a Proje to rid us of Seliman: And do not 
think that I retain any longer the leaſt Thoughts of Seman- 
the; whom my Stars and Inclinations have never deſign'd 


r me, 
P Tachmas. 


Sem. Ah me! where has my Fortune left me now? 
What unfrequented Coaſt am I thrown on, 
Naked, and helpleſs, to be made a Pre 
To the next coming Salvage of the Field? 
What Corner of the Earth will now afford 
A Grave to take me in? what Mountain hide 
Me, and my Woes for ever from the World ? 
Undone! thou moſt undone of Woman-kind! 
| Falling down drops the Latter, 
Here groan thy Sorrows out, and let the Winds 
Whiſper thy Story through the Univerſe; 
That never liſt ning Virgin be betray'd 
By the known Perjuries of faithleſs Men. | 
My Spirits faint — ſure tis the Hand of Death 
Knocks at my Heart; ——1 go, I hope, to Reſt: 
[Swoons away. 
D 3 Emer 


Wbo died for Love, as I have done: Stand off, 
"We'll walk, and tell {ad Stories round, 
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Euter Seliman, Iſmael and Arbanes. 
Sel. What do I ſee? Semanthe on the Ground, | 


Breathleſs, and pale! 
Arb. Some Signs of ſtrugling Life 


| Appear, call in her Women to aſſiſt her. 


Emer Women. 
Tm. The Train has taken Fire; now the Blow 
Muſt follow ſoon. [ Aſde. 
Sel. Gently, gently raiſe her: | 
She breaths, ſhe comes again. 
Sem. Bleſs me ! where am I? in Eliziam ſure; 
I know it by this Train of weeping Maids, 


Of injur'd Women, and betraying Men: : 
But I muſt weep a while; the Tears will flow | 
If I but think on Szrephon's Cruelty : | 
— Q! 1 would ſleep for ever — _. | 
[Sinks into her Womens Arms, and is born off. 
Sel. Bearher to her Bed: 
Reſt may relieve her Spirits. Ha! this ma 


Unriddle all | [Finds the Letter, 
In. Now Fortune play thy part. [Aa. 


Arb. Tis a Deſign ſo full of Maſtery, 


Twere womaniſh to doubt of the Succeſs, [Aſde. 


Sel. Ha! againſt my Life? 
In. Your Majeſty ſeems troubled; have you ought 
Diſcover d in that Letter? | 
Sel. Only this, 
That I have foſter'd here within my Breaſt 
A Boſom Wolf, to lap my Vital Blood: 
Here I/mazl! read the fouleſt Treaſons, 


That ever ftain'd the Innocence of Paper. 


Is then my Mercy poiſon d into Sin? 
And black Ingratitude my Puniſhment ? 
Tis juſt, you Gads! this Scourge upon my Foll 
Shows infinite Wiſdom, and was timely ſent : 
Ta watn me of my Fate. 

Iſm, Yet, ſacred Sir 


Sel. 
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Sel. Appear not in his Cauſe, nor dare to reaſon 
With my unalterable Reſolution : 
Should Mercy's ſelf, with all her Virgin train, 
Melt at my Feet; by Haly's Soul, twere vain. 
I'm. What could provoke the Prince? 1 
Sel. The Fiends can tell: But now tis buſie time: 
Sweat at the Anvil of thy Brain, and fo 
(Quick as the Cyclops arm an angry | 
A thouſand Deaths to wait x. my Will. 
Arbanes, thou ſecure him, till Juſtice calls 1 
Him out, a Sacrifice to my Revenge. [Exits 
Arb. After him: 127 
Fix but his wavering Temper to this point, 


And then the Day's our own. Exit Iſmaeł. 
My fiery Soul x 
Diſdains the timerous Safety in Revenge, 

Which 1//24el purſues. My forward Sword, TY 


With Reſolution ſteel d, ſhall guide me ſaſe 
Through the moſt deſperate Attempts. 
Danger has been my Miſtreſs; Death Vve met 
On martial Plains, in every Gard of Fate, 
And ſhall he awe me now? ſince I am in, 
And Fate works up the melancholy Scene, | 
Fall Tachmay, Nature periſh, all things lye 
Confounded in deep Chaos, fo that 
[Exit. 


'Reveng'd may in the common Ruin lye. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Euter Iſmael and Arbanes, at ſeveral Entrances. 
Jin HOU merit my Wiſhes; is the Bufineſs done? 

Arb. This Sun ſhall fee it finiſh'd. 1 
I/m. Give it o'er; would we had never medled. 
Arb. Curſe on thy Fear, that undermines thy Wit. 


in. The'Sophy does ſuſpect us. | 
| | —_ Arb, 
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Arb. Danger then 
Urges the Prince's Death; for to defer, 
Betrays a conſcious Guilt, that may undo us: 
He dies this Minute, that the next may better 
Advantage our Eſcapes. | 
Im. I've not thus long 
March'd Hand in Hand with Miſchief, ſpent my Days 
In Courts, ferſworn my Conſcience, ſtudy'd all 
The knotty Arts and Rules of Policy, 
4 Which wiſe Men uſe to their own Intereſts, 
| Not to provide me with a ready Plank, 
| 
| 


To bear me from the Ruin, ſafe to Shore. 
Arb. Thou canſt not here be ſafe; my Commiſſion 
Allows a ſure Protection in the Army. 
| Iſm. I'll ſteer a different Courſe; grow popular, 
. And into the City; 
j Where Cobblers ſquare the Government to their Laſts, 
And Tinkers patch the State; ſome Friends I've made 
Already there, brave factious, gifted Rogues, 
That Cant their Doctrine to their preſent Wants, 
And zealoſly upon a Fit of Conſcience, . 
Sin or Unſin Rebellion to the Croud : 
Theſe are the fitteſt Inſtruments to gull 
The eaſie People: Hark, the Monſter roars! [Shouts within. 
The Rabble is aſſembled. to my Wiſh; 9 
| This is the Time to work em. [Exit, 
| Enter Semanthe, | 
| Arb. Semanthe here! then there is ſomething ſtill, 
1 For me to finiſh. | 
{ Sem. Why do I wander this wide barren Waſte, 
| 
/ 


Forſaken and forlorn; when a fair Proſpect 
Of everlaſting Reſt ſtands right in View? 
This load of Wo, that bends me to the Ground, 
I can with Life put off; yes I will ruſh 
Into the Arms of Death, and ſhelter there; 
There ſleep ſecurely all my Cares away; 
Nor ſhall the Noiſe of Empire, or of Love, 
Awaken me to Wretchedneſs again. 
Arb. Talk not of dying, Madam; Heav'n looks down 
Wich a kind Eye upon your i | 
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And has inſpir d me with a Tenderneſs, 
May prove of Service to ou. 
Sem. Is there then . bo 
A Seat for Pity left in human Breaſts? 
Or is this but a viſionary Beam 
Of Comfort, that thus lightens in my Soul? 
If it be fo, oh! let me ſtill dream on. 
Arb. Madam, the Prince — 


Sem. Ha! ſpeak that yet again: 3 
Sweet, as the Syren's Song, thoſe Accents fall, 
And Charm me to my Ruin: Tho' he has i 


Undone me ever, but to hear his Name 
Awakes my dying Spirits from the Grave, 
Diſpels my Grief, and charms me into Joy. . 
Oh! then ſpeak on, | 
Delude me from my Miſeries a while 
Tell me ſome Story of my perjur'd Dear; 
Tell me he lives, is happy, whilſt 1 ſigh 
My Spirits out in Thanks, and die in Peace. 
Arb. Wou'd you not ſee him, Madam? 
Sem. Oh in vain _ 
I wept, intreated, follow'd on my Knees : 
For when J offer d at a laſt Farewel, 
Once more to ſee my ſtill lov d, faithleſs Tachmas, - 
The Sophy, quite remorſcleſs, fled the Room ; 
And tho' I graſp'd him with the Pangs of Death, 
Burſt from my Arms; and left me on the Floor, 
Arb. Yet, Madam, you ſhall fee him; Tachmas is 
Within my Charge; and only I, without FE 
The King's Command, can give you Entrance to him: 
Which you ſhall have; | 
Altho' my Life muſt anſwer it to the | 
Sem. All, all the Gods reward this wondrous Pity ! 
Oh lead me to that dear, proteſting Creature; 
That perfed Image of betrayin Man; 
For he will ſwear, and talk ſuch melting Things, 
Sigh ſach a trembling Story of his Love, 
Look ſuch a Soul of Paſſion from his Eyes, 
And all with ſuch unpractis d Innocence; 
That ſhou'd the Sex of Woman-kind ſtand by, 
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As Witneſſes of Vaage, 
And but to hear bin talk, as I have done; 
The coldeſt ſure would venture her undoing. Exrunt. 


SCENE changes to a Street. 


Entey # Rabble of Citizens. 

1 Cir. Come, Neighbours, hang theſe cheating — 92 
Countenances, they are Marks, the World knows Cuck- 
olds by; and th? they be of Credit in the City, yet, let 
me tell you, at this end eth Town, they firike no more 
awe into the Beholders, than a Watch-man's Lanthorn, 


after Day break. 


2 Cit. Ay, my Wife told me, I had a ſneaking Look, 
and could not huff my Debtors : But now I'm chargd 
with Bottle-Ale, to rectifie the Errors of my Face: And 
let me ſee, what upſtart Raſcal, newly come to Office, 
ſhall overlook me; Il ſtrut, and cock, and talk as big, as 
Wind and Froth can make me But I'll home, while 
my Courage laſts, ranſack my Shop-Books, take ac- 
count of my Debts, and arreſt in a ares Line, from 
the Lord, to the Footman. 

1 Cit. Of that in Seaſon— but now we are aſſem- 


bled, let us put on the Gravity of Authority, and ſeem, 


25 we really ave, the true of the Nation, 
Omn. Ix judge! 1 a Judg! 
3 Cit. A x that's fine 1 faith! | 
1 Ci. Why, I tell you, Neighbours, a croſs. legg d 


Tailor is the very Type of Juſtice; he meaſures Offences 


by-rhe Yard, and with his Sheers ſnaps off the Kingdom's 
Vermin, I mean, thoſe Shreds, thoſe Remnants, thoſe 
Patches of a Commonwealth, call'd Gameſters, Cuck- 
old-· makers, and disbanded Officers, that are good for 
nothing, but to make our Wives run a Madding for = 
reign Languages, Braſs Swords, fuperannuated Wigs, and 
greazy Scarlet. 

2 Cit. Hm ! a Judge fay N like: Why, Neigh- 


bours, he has gerd yon uries, off of and on, theſe rwen- 
ty Years, and the Devil's in't if be nnin't be free of 
Judges Hall by this time: But then as to us ay, 
a there's 
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; | 
there's the Queſtion; how we are— that is to ſay, 
how we may be?—— why thus, there's none here but 
has exercis'd the Arbitrary Function of a Beadle in his re- 
ſpective Pariſh; and as I take it, that maſt be a Foot to 


e Chair of 9 and Judges Chile- 

3 Cit. Ay, ay; we are all Judges, ges 
ren; indeed | x44 thought 1 was to be a great Man, I 
was ſuch a du!l Rogue. . 
2 Cit. Well, I was once a hn itinerant in my Pre- 
cincts, which in the Vulgar ion, is no more than 
a Conſtable: But twas a thriving time, Neighbours, 3 
very thriving Time: For the Pariſh Bawds (beſides all 
Underdealers, as Procurers, aud Retailers Pleaſure) 
amount to — let me ſee let me ſee, a Parcel of 
no, no, I'm out — tis no matter for Fractions; but 
Bribes in abundance, to wink at Copulation; I pimp d 
oy Comiſſion, and drank Brandy at the Coft of the 

inners. | — 

3 Cit. Lord! I'm thinking how aukward and floven- 
ly I ſhall be in my new Trappings for a Day or two; Ha! 
and if there be occaſion for Speeches, my Tongue will 
certainly founder: My Wife ol my Oratory, when 
ſhe broke my Pate, for being lawcy. | 

2 Cit. Better and better till : Few Words promiſe a 

reat deal of Thinking, and that abundance of judicial Un- 

erſtanding : Beſides you fee our City Juſtices, how they 
manage themſelves upon the Bench: Indeed a Nut- crack, 
or ſome ſuch conceited Hyroglyphical Engine does well 
in the Hand of a Magiſtrate, Which having us d a while, 
you {trait grow [ccargich nod o'er the Cauſe; then 
ftart in Amazement, and condemn at a4 Venture. 

1 Cit. Ay, ay, ay; ever while you live, ever while you 
live obſerve that: For look you, there's no one but ſome 
time or other deſerves Hanging; and tho* the Priſoner be 
not yet a Rogue, ſoft an for, all in good Time, he 
may be one: refore I ay once again condemn for 


Prevention. | $ 
3 Cit. Condemnation! I have nothing but Condem- 
nation in my Court, *twill clear the Kingdom of Idlers, 
and then we may father our own Children. pi 
2 Cit: 
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2 Cit, Well, Neighbour Ralph, I know you are a good 
Common-wealths Man, and underſtand NN and 
Privilege, as a Man may ſay; but Scholars, you now, 
are Infidels; till at their quare's and their quomodo's, to 
ſhow their Learning; therefore I being ſomewhat let- 
ter d, or ſo, wou'd fain know how we are theſe great 
conceal'd Perſons, you talk of? ; 

1 Cit. Why thus; when our Betters are at variance, 
beyond the Arbitration of the Bench, the Suit is remov'd 
to the Court of Commonalty, and decided r infalli- 
ble Knocks of Black bill. and Paring-ſhovel ; then to what 
eyer Side we lean, that is ſure to be weighty. 

3 Cit. As if you had the Cauſe in your falſe Scales at Home. 
; Iſmael enters to em. 

I Cit. But obſerve, here comes an Ambaſſador already; 
ive him Audience, I ſay: State Affairs III warrant you, 
eighbours. ; 

Im. My worthy Country- men! my Fellow-Sufferers! 
To you I come to weep this Kingdom's Tears, 

To ſigh its groaning Sorrows out, and pour 
Into your Ears its {ad Calamities : 

You! who, like kind Phyſicians, always are 

- Aſſiſting with your utmoſt Art, and Care, 

To ſearch its Wounds, and with a healing Hand, 
Unite its broken and disjointed Limbs. 

1 Cit. Sure he takes me for a Bone ſetter. 

In. I am, like you, a Perſian; all your Good 
Proportionably mine, as are your Ils; 

Our Hopes, and Lives tied in one common Intereſt; 
Then wonder not that 1 ſtand forth, to head you, 
— this barbarous, inhuman King, 

That grows in Tyranny, | : 

And like a Torrent from a Mountain's fall, 

If not with ſpeed diverted, will o'erwhelm us. 

. 2 Cit. Now for Rebellion, I ne'er rebell'd in all my Life: 

Omn. All for Rebellion, all for Rebellion. 

Im. If to defend your Liyes, your Liberties, 

Your Laws, your Cuſtoms, and your ancient Dues, 
Be to rebel, then this is rank Rebellion : 
But Self-defence may hope a fairer Name, 


2 Cit. 
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2 Cit. Name me no Name, Sir; it ſhall be nam'd Re- 
bellion, or nothing. a 
Omn. Rebellion or nothing, Rebellion or nothing. 
I/m. Then be it ſo, methinks I ſee Oppreſſion 
Beſtride your Streets already, burning Luſt 
Purſue your Daughters to your inmoſt Rooms, 
While you ſtand weeping by, and cannot help em. 
Your Shops forc'd open, and your Goods expos d 
To the wild Rapine of licentious Soldiers, 
That live on Spoil; and all without Redreſs, 
For Juſtice is no more: Speak, wou'd you this? 
Omn. No, ne; we're all for Rebellion. 
8 Tis what you muſt expect, if not 
Laſt Night, O Night never to be forgotten 
Tachmas, that Model of our ancient Glory, 
Tachmas, that fought your Fields, and never thought 
His Blood too rich, to 1 Peace, 
Was by the Tyrant's Order batb'rouſly murder d; 
Murder'd, my Country- men! and when you hear 
The Cauſe, I doubt not 
But as the Story muſt provoke your Tears, 
So they will ſtir you up to a Revenge. 
1 Cit. Alack-a-day! I vow he makes me weep, good 
Gentleman! 
In. Twas only this; he was too „ too virtuous, , 
A Lover of his Country; therefore fell. | 
He was your Guard, your Shield ; but now is gone: 
He fell becauſe he loy'd you, and will you 
Not ſolemnize his Funeral in Blood? | 
Will you ſtand here, like Statues, motionleſs, 
Weep o'er his gaping Wounds, and not revenge 'em? 
No, no; I fee you only want a Leader; 
And here I offer both my Life, and Fortune, 
To farther the Delign. | * 
I Cit. Lead us on, lead us on; we'll fire the Palace, de- 
poſe the Tyrant, and make you King. 
2 Cit. Ay, ay; a King of our own making! 
Im. Oh! you miſtake me; that is not my End. | 
2 Cit. No, tis the beginning of your Reign, and that's 


1 Cit, 


— 


62 The Loyal Bor RH ER; or, 
1 Cit, We loſe time, we loſe time; now for a Coro- 
nation! ww | 
omnes. A Coronation! a Coronation ! [ Exeumt ſhooting. 
Tachmas diſcover d in Priſon. 
Tach. I think, therefore am: Hard State of Man! 
That proves his Being with an Argument, 
That ſpeaks him wretched. Birds in Cages loſe 
The Freedom of their Natures unconfin d; 
Yet they will Sing and Bill, and murmur there 
As merrily, as they were on the Wing. 
But Man, that reaſoning Favourite of Heay'n, 
How can he bear it? tho' the Body finds 
Reſpight from Torment, yet the Mind has none: 
For thouſand reſtleſs Thoughts, of different kinds, 
Beat thick upon the Soul, fome are comparing 
The preſent with the paſt, how happy once 
I was, and now how wretched: Some prefenting 
My Miſeries by others Happineſs; 
Whilſt others, ſalſly flattering me to Life, 
Te'l me my Fortune ripens in the Womb 
Of time, and I ſhall yet be happy. 
Enter Arbanes _ Semanthe. 
Arb, Madam, behold the Prince alone, and Thoughtful, 
Sem. Alas! my Lord! once I was thought a Balm 
For every Wound of Fortune; bur 1 fear 
My Preſence now will but torment him more. 
Tach. Ha! ſure my Fancy, revelling in a Dream, 
Preſents that Form before me : See, comes, 
Bright, as the Virgin Bluſhes of the Morn, | 
Riſing upon the Darkneſs of my Fate, 
And 1 a Day of Comfort through my Soul. 
O my belt Life! thou deareſt! O Semaathe! 
I fwear, while 1 have thee within my Arms, 
I will not loſe a Thought on my Misfortunes, 
Let me unboſome all my Longings here. 
——- She turns away! what can this mean? you Gods! 
Art thou then alter'd too? O ſpeak Semanthe ! 
For tho' L thus behold thee cold, and chang'd, 
Yet there is ſomething whiſpers to my Soul, 
Thou never canſt refolye on Tachmas Ruin 
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Sem. O Heay'n! ſo tenderly he melts my Heart, 

I ſhall want Power to tell him of his Falſhoods. | 

Tach. Nay then by all the Gods, 1 know thee well: 

No, thou art ſtill the ame; theſe Languiſhings, | 

Thoſe eager Looks, thoſe Sighs, and Tears inform me, 

More than a thouſand Tongues, thou low ſt me ſtill. - 
Sem. Why is our Sex ſo eaſie to believe? 

And coz'ning Man fo artful to deceive? 

Tach. Why, my beſt Life! why doſt thou thus torment 
Thy ſelf, and me? —— | [She goes from him. 
By all my Hopes you muſt not leave me thus; | 
I will purſue you ever with my Prayers, 

Summon you with the gentle Call of Love, 

Till you awake, and anſwer to my Longings. 
My Life! my Soul! —— % [ Following her. 
Sem. O! 1 can hold no longer: | 

Thy Tongue has ſoftned me into Defire, | 
And I am all o'er Love: My deareft Lord! 
Let me for ever hid me in this Bofom; 
Here Sigh the tendereſt Paſſion of my 

The Extaſie comes on fo faſt upon me, 

That Words are wanting to expreſs my Joy. 

Tach. Good Gods! is t poſſible? haſt thou at laſt 
My fair, offended Dear! reſoly'd to bleſs me? 

Is it then true that thus I hold thee faſt, 

Panting, and balmy to my bleeding Heart? 

My Reaſon ebbs, and mighty Tranſport ſways, 

In full Dominion, every er here, 

And I cou'd rave for ever on my Love. 

Sem. And I cou'd hear you ever. 

Arb. O! that I cou d run back into my Youth, 

To raviſh her before him : But 'tis paſt; ö 
And my Revenge muſt lie another way. [ Hide. 
Tach. A Thought returns upon my Memory, 

That bids me chide; Semanthe! O my Lite! 

How cou'dft thou ſee me rack d with my Impatience ? 
How cou'dft thou fo difſemble with thy Love? 

Was it to try how I cou'd bear it? 

Sem. Ha! 8 | 
Stand off, I know thee now, thou art that falſe 
Betraying, 


o 
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Betraying, d Man, that has undone me. 

Tuch. From the goo ee do 1 hear this from thee? 
Sem, Alas! my s were all employ'd upon thee; 

My Ears 5 Ss pes rage of thy Love; 

My Wrongs were ſilenc d, and my Lyes were charm'd: 

And had you but continu d the ſoft Scene; N 

Had you ſtill practis d on my Eaſineſs, | 

Tho' with feign'd Love, flatterin ng my womaniſh Faith ; 

Joy wou'd — done the Buſine my Grief, 

And I had died contented into your Arms. 

Tach. be means my Fate? Where wou dſt thou drive | 
oughts? 
Sem. "Tis — I came to take my laſt farewel | 
of Life, and Love; of thee, and all my Cares: 

To tell thee of thy Falſhoods, not upbraid thee ; 

To figh my Story out without complaining ; 

To ſuffer on, nor murmur at my Fate, 

Since you decreed it; this was my fond Reſolye, 

Th' Intention of this paſſionate, doting Fool: 

But now, O turn of Temper / thy hard Uſage 

Has run me from my Reaſon, I am wild, 

Quite mad, diſtracted, and muſt rave a while: 

Rave till I burſt, and ſink down dead with Paſſion. 
Tach. Alas! I find i it now ; thou art abus'd, 

And I betray d: Some Villain has traduc'd 

My Conſtancy; but by the Pangs of Love, 

By all the Torments of a bleeding Heart, 

I ever was molt true, and till am thine. 
Sem. O Prince! forbear if Swnamire ſhou'd hear 
Tach. Ha! Goes it there? Then there is Miſchicf yet: 

That Woman bears us moſt inveterate Hate, 

And ſhou'd not be beliey'd againſt our ſelyes. | 
Sem. But O! the. Letter, Prince, — | 
Tach. Riddles! and Doubts! 

Arb. I have a Friend, my Lord! can beſt unfold 'em. F 

[ Goes to the Door. | 


—— —_—— 1 bal 
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Come forth, my Siſter; Time has recompenc'd 
Our Expectation with a full Revenge. 
Enter Sunamire, and Oſman diſguis d. 
Sem. Revenge! alas! that fatal Word, too late 
Explains my Folly, and creates my Fear, Tach, 


The PRERSIAN PRINCE. 65 


Tach. What ſhou'dſt thou fear, my Love? thy Innocence 
Will ſhield thee; and for me, the of Death = 
Flew from me when my Happineſs took wing. 

Sun. Infuſe the — Drugs in the gilt Bowls; a 
Be ready at my Call. Exit Oſman; 

Arb. See w they ſtand, - 
Lull'd in the Arms of Love, and far remov'd 
From the apprehenſion of that fatal Minute, 

Comes polting to their Ruin. 

Sun. The Thought was lucky, 
With a pretended Pity, to decoy 
Semanthe to the Snare. 

Arb. To offer her 
In the firſt Draught, the Nectar of her Love; 

Will make the Gall of our Revenge more bitter. 
But ſee, they turn upon us. 

Sun. Sure tis the Error of my Senſe, that ſhows - 
Semanthe here, that poor, forſaken thing: 

Alas! I pity thee: But bluſh to ſee 
My Sexes Fondneſs painted in theſe Tears, 
Loſt on a Man that ſcorns thee. 

Sem. Why doſt thou waken me into Deſpair ? 

Deathis my Wiſh, but I wou'd meet it here. [To Tachmas; 

Sun. Nay now, my Lord! 

I muſt become a Pleader in this Cauſe: 

The fatal Purple riſes in her Cheeks, 

The Lillies wither, and the Roſes fade; 

Poor Wretch! ſee, ſee ſhe lingers for a Look; 
Do not torment the Quiet of her Death; 
Speak kindly to her; bleſs her with a Smile; 
Nay I can ſee her take a farewel Kiſs, 
Without a Rival's Fear. . 

Tach. Baſe cruel Woman! 

But oh! for — Semanthe s ſake I will 

Forbear to curſe thee by that gentle Name. 

I know thou comeſt on Miſchief; but I charge thee, 
If thou haſt any part of thy ſoft Sex, 

Working to Virtue in thy harden'd Soul, 

(Howe'er the Sophy, and the Gods doom me) 
Beware how thou deſign'ſt againſt my Love. 


* 


Sun, 
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Sum. How Sir! ſo hard'ned in this coz ning Trade! 
Firſt you betray Semanthe to your Scorn, 
Then dare not juſtie your Love to me: 
But, Sir, the Letter ſpeaks Falſhood plain. 
Tach. What Letter? ſpeak; if it be ſent from Hell, 
Thou art its chief Com miſſioner; inform me: 
Say, haſt thou mortgag'd thy laſt Hope of Heay'n, 
And in ſome fatal Scroul, to take my Life, 
Or what's yet worſe, to ruin me with her, 
Subſcrib'd thy ſelf a Servant to the Furies? 
Sun. Were I not ſatisfied that my Reven 
Requires the Secret from me, thou ſhou'dſt ſtill 
Remain in Ignorance: Yes, I forg'd the Letter, 
To raiſe her ſealouſi: of you, in Hopes 
(A Woman's Spirit working to Revenge) 
She might divulge your Treaſons to the Sophy. 
Tach. My Treaſons! 1 
Arb. Ves * the Sophy's Liſe: 
For nothing elſe cou'd put you in our Power. 
Tach. I thought the Line of my Aſſtictions carried 
But to the end of Life. But thou halt found 
A way to vex my Quiet in the Grave; 
To ſacriſice my Fame to After- times, 
And blot my Story with a Traytor's Stain. | 
Arb. 1 ow'd thee this, proud Prince, for thy Contempt, 
Ard Infolence; when, to the ſhame of Arms, z 
My Wounds, and Blood forgot, Tachmas was nam'd * 
To lead thoſe Armies, I had bred in War. 4 
Tach. I know my lateſt Hour comes on apace; 
And now to curſe thee, were to rob my Soul 
Of this ſoft Satisfaction in my Death. 
Oh! let me hold thee faſt, my only Life! 
Here languiſh out a Farewel to our Loves; 
Gaze on thoſe heav'nly Eyes, 
That, thro' the Grove of Death, muſt light me on 
To the bright Manſions of the kindred Stars. 
Sm. So unconcern'd! the Face of Death will turn 
This Scene of Love: Appear thou Miniſter 
Of Fate, come forth, and act thy tragick Part. 
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Tuch. What means this fatal Pomp? All this for me? 
Or to be yet more Cruel, wou'd you load 
My mounting Spirit with your guilty Souls; 
And damn me with your Company in Death? 

Sun. This is your bridal Night; and we your Gueſts 
Muſt wait upon the Ceremony : | | 
But know, my Lord! the gilt Bowls are prepar'd 
Only for you, and your fair Bride, for they 
Are poiſon'd. 

Tach. Ha! thou canſt not mean hor Death: 

Or wou dſt thou in ene Deviliſh Act, outdo 
The eldefl damn'd in Hell? O! ſpare her Life, 
And I will bleſs thee with my lateſt Breath, 
Nay, as I mount, report thee to the Gods, 
And tell em thou art good. 

Sem. My Lord! forbear 
Solliciting, what granted, I refuſe 
Life without you: By our immortal Loves 
I am refolyd on this. Alas! I ſwear 
. I think this Hour our firſt of Happineſs, - 

And to die thus „is an Earneſt, + 
Sent from the Gods, of Worlds of Joy to come. 

Sun. Yes Rival, thou ſhou'dft hve; be forc d to lire, 
But that the fight of thee for ever wou'd 
Revive my Shame, and lay his Scorn before me! 

Tach. Give me the fatal Bowls: And now, Senne 
Since thou reſoly'ſt, and Fate will have it ſo; 

I here preſent thee with a Cordial Draught, 
That will preſerve our Loves i th' other World. 

Sem. Then chearfully, as Birds ſalute thq Morn 
After a cold, long, ſtormy Winter Night, 

We leave theſe ſolitary, dark Abodes, | 
And mount to mingle with the ſhining Gods. 

Tach. O! how I grudge the Grave this heay'nly Form! 
Theſe Beauties will inſpire the Arms of Death, 
And warm the pale, cold Tyrant into Life, 

O I cou'd rave for eyer——but Farewel. [AR drink. 


Arb. 
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Arb. Tis to their meeting in the other World. 
[To Sunamire. 


Oſm. So; to my Knowledge, you will firſt meet . 


Tach. Tis done, the buſineſs of our Fate is done: 
How fares my Love? ſpeak, for, in ſpight of Death, 
Thy Eyes ail carry their reſiſtleſs Fires, 

And Beauty ſits in Triumph on thy Cheeks. 
(Oſman gives Tachmas 4 Sword. 

Arb. Now, Sunamire! thus proſperous in Re enge; 
Let's hug our ſelves, and laugh to ſee em fall. 

Om. Stand on your Guard, my Lord! ſoon as he finds 
The Poiſon work; Deſpair and Madneſs will 
Enforce his Hand to ſome damn'd bloody Deed. 

Arb. Thou doſt not feel the Pleaſures, that J have, 

To ſee theſe whining, conſtant Lovers die. 

—— What means this dulneſs? — ha! thy Eyes are fixt; 

Thy Lips tco tremble to relate the Cauſe. 
Sm. Ol we are poorly caught in our own Snare. 

The Poiſon, we prepar'd for them, the Slave 

Has given to us. [Sinks down, 
Arb. Ha! poiſon'd! — yes tis here: 

I feel the Traitor working to my Heart. 

But I have yet a Sword, that ſhall prevent 

The turns of Fate, and we will fall reveng'd. | 

—— What mean theſe Shouts? But 1 defer too long. 

— Ha! Tachmas arm'd? © 

Tach. Yes, Traytor, to thy Ruin. 

Arb. Then thus I brave my Fate. 

— 001 am ſlain. [They fight, Arbanes falls, 

Sun. Speak Brother, is he down? Then to my Part, 
Fil come, and triumph once over his Heart: 

But ſee, my happy Rival does appear, 
Trembling, and fainting in the Arms of Fear: 
Now ſtrike, whilſt nobly thus I conquer here. [ Dies, 
Enter Seliman, Begona, Attendants, Iſmael bound 
and guarded. 
Sel. He lives, he lives, you Gods! 
Once more, with all the dearneſs of a Brother, 
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I fall upon thy Breaſt, the Haven, where 

My beaten Mind rides ſafe, ſecure from reſtleſs 
Paſſions, which, like Tempeſts on the Main, 
Drive Reaſon from the Guidance of our Lives, 
And leave us ſhipwrack'd on a barbarous Coaſt. 

Beg. 1 ſee, my Son, the Hands of Heay'n, and Fate, 
Have been * in thy Deliverance. 

But ſay, my Tachmas! ſpeak the wondrous Courſe, 
That Heav'n purſu d to reſcue thee from Death. - 

Tuch. That beſt my Life's Preſerver here can tell. 
| | [To Oſman. 

Sel. Thy Habit ſpeaks a Slave: Yet in thy Face 
Something appears familiar to iy Eyes, 

That I have often ſeen; but when, and where, 
My Memory has loſt. 

O/m. Great Sir, I have been honour'd in your Service; 
Your Soldier from my Youth; Oſman my Name, 
Which you, Sir, muſt remember, ſince your Favours 
Diſtingaiſh'd it firſt from the Crowd, [To Tachmas; 

Tach, My Friend! 7 | 
My Oſman here! then Heay'n has ſent the Sword 
And Shield of all the War. O Royal Sir! 

Let me preſent. a Captain to your Knowledge, 
Worthy that noble Title. [Oſman kneels to Seliman! 

Sel. Riſe to our Fayour: The Particulars . | 
How thou cam'Rt here diſguis d, and by what means 
Thy Faith and Gratitude Rive work'd their Ends, 

A happier Hour will claim, Remove theſe Bodies ; 
And for that Slave, ſuch matchleſs Villanies 
He has confeſs d, as Mercy cannot pardon; 
Bear him to Death, away with him. 
Im. I go; but firſt I make this hearty Wiſh: 
May lame Ambition (for the publick Good, 
Halting upon the Crutches of the Crowd) 
Still fall: 
May Treaſon ever need the Peoples Swords, 
And may they valiantly compound for Words; 
And laſt, may all Diſturbers of the State 
Grow blindly popular, and meet my Fate. [1s led off. 
| del, 
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Sel. Virtue ſhines out again in its full Blaze 

And now not to reward thy Sufferi 

We'd peak me acceſſary to thoſe Crimes 

My |gnorance committed: Therefore here 

I give gemanthe to thy longing Love: 

Tale her, aud wear her ever in thy Heart: 

Whilſt collected in my Temper ſtand. 

And may ſucceeding Monarchs learn from me, 

How far to truſt a Stateſman's Policy, | 
| ' [Exenyt Ones, 
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EPILOGU E. 


By Mr. Dxvpen. 


A Virgin Poet was ſeryd up to Day; | 
Who, till this Hour, ne er cackled for @ Play: 

He's neither yet a Whigg nor Tory-Boy ; 

But, like a Girl, whom ſeveral wou d enjoy, 8 

Begs leave to make the beſt of his own natural Toy. 

Mere I to play my callow Author's Game, 

The King's Houſe wou d inſiruct me, by the Name: 

There's Loyalty to one: I wiſh no more: 

A Commonwealth ſounds like a common Whore. 

Let Husband or Gallant be what they will, 

One part of Woman is true Tory ſtill. 

If any factious Spirit ſhould rebel, 

Our Sex, with Eaſe, can every Riſmg quell. 

Then, as you hope we ſhow'd your Failings hide, 

As honeſt Fury for our Play provide: 

Whiggs at their Poets never tale Offence; 

They ſave dull Culpritts, who have murder d Senſe: 

The" Nonſenſe is a nauſeous heavy Mafs, 

The Vehicle call Faction makes it paſs. 

Fa#ion in Plays the Conmonwealths Man's Bribe: 

The leaden Farthing of the Canting Tribe : | 

Tho' void in Payment Laws and Statutes make it, 

The Neighbourhood, that knows the Man, will cake it. 

Ils Faition buys the Votes of half abe Pit, 

Their's is the Penſion-Parliament of Wi. 


EPILOGUE. 


In City-Clubs their Venom let em vent; 

For there tis ſafe, in its own Element: 

Here, where their Madneſs can have no Pretence, 
Let 'em forget themſelves an Hour in Senſe. 

In one poor Iſle, wky ſhou'd two Factions be? 
Small diff 'rence in your Vices I can ſee; 

In Drink and Drabs both Sides too well agree. 
Hou d there were more Preſerments in the Land; 
If Places fell, the Party cou d not ſtand. 

Of this damm d Grievance ev'ry Whigg complains ; 
They grunt like Hogs, till they have got their Grains. 
Mean time you ſee what Trade our Plots advance, 
ine ſend each Year good Mony into France: 

Azad they, that know what Merchandiſe we need, 
Send o er true Proteſtants, to mend our Breed. i 
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To the Right Honourable 


| FAMKES 
EARL of OSSORY, 


2 Lo Rp, 

E Imputation that lies on Dedi- 
cations, is general: And whether 
the II- nature of the Age has 


dhe Writers; or they, by their 
fulſom Corruptions, to their own 
Wrong, have juſtty fix*d the Scandal upon them+ 
ſelves, your Lordſhip may determine: This I be- 
lieve, a Poet may praiſe his Patron out of Coun- 
tenance, and a Lover look his Miſtreſs into the 
confuſion of a Bluſh, and with as little Wit on 


one Hand, as Paſſion on t' other. The fear of 
falling under the Juſtice of this Cenſure, has awed: . 


* me: And nothing, but the Zeal of confeſſing my: 
? ſelf, every way your Servant, (having hardly e- 
ſcap'd the venture of the Stage) cou'd per- 

V oL, I. E 2 ſwade 


| traduc'd the honeſt Intentions of 


| 
i 
| 


j 
. 
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ſwade me to throw my ſelf, for a Forgiveneſs, 


upon a ſecond Trial of the Town. The Reaſon of 


my Cauſe has harden'd me againſt the Malice of 
Detraction, and over rul'd my Fears to a Dedi- 
cation. The Name of Offory, I know, will draw 
every Reader into an Expectation of a Panegyrick ; 


and not to rage under the Inſpiration of that 
Theme, is Groſneſs, and brutal Stupidity, to be 
ſhunn'd of all the World; and here unpardonable, 
as wou'd be my Impudence, ſhould I undertake 
it. The Virtues of your famous Anceſtors, my 
Lord, live freſh among us; and while the Fxgliſb 


Chronicle ſurvives, the Ormond Worth can never 
be.forgotten ;. your Grandfather, in every glorious , 


Action, through the whole Story, mult begin the 


Page, ſhine out, and ſhew the leading Heroe 
there, Fortune has once been juſt, and joining 


with the Wiſhes of all good Men, contriv'd to 
make the Happineſs of your Lordſhip's Life, an- 
ſwer the Quality of your Houſe; and to the No- 
bility, of your Birth (made yet more noble by the 
Acceſſion of your Father's Glories) (which you 
of Right inherit, and which your forward Virtue, 
this Summer promiſes to maintain) provided you 
a Lady, whom Nature, in the profuſion of her 
Bouty, ſeems to have made, and only meant for 
you; to ſhare that Greatneſs, which only Deſcent, 
Virtue, Wit, - and Beauty, like hers, cou'd de- 
fFerve, My Lord, you are now launch'd out in- 
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to the Ocean of this Life; and may proſperous 
Gales, and ſmiling Summer Seas attend you : 


May your Courſe be ſteady ; ſtil! pointing to that 


genuine Loyalty (the natural Virtue of your Fa- 
mily) which your Forefathers nobly try'd, and 
found the only Goal of Glory: Theſe, with my 
Prayers for your long Life, and happy, ſafe Re- 
turn, are the conſtant, and ſhall be the daily 
Wiches of, | 


My Lonn, 
Your Lordſbip's entirely Faithful 


Humble Servant, 


T. SOUTHERN. 


PR OL O GU E, 


Written by Mr. DR YEN, and ſpoken by 
Mr. BRT T ETON. 


OW comes it, Gentlemen, that now-a-days, 

1 When all of you fo ſhrewdly judge of Plays, 
Our Poets tax you ftill with want of Senſe. 
All Prologues treat you at your own Expence? 
Sharp Citizens à wiſer way can go, 
They make you Fools, but never call peu ſo. 
They, in good Manners, ſeldom make a ſlip, 
But Treat a Common Whore with Ladyſhip: 
But here each ſawcy Wit at Random writes, 
And uſes Ladies as be uſes Knights. 
Our Author, Young and Grateful in his Nature, 
Vows, that from him no Nymph deſerves a Satyr. 
Nor will he ever Draw -— I mean his Rhime, 
Againſt the ſweet Partaker of his Crime. 
Nor is he yet ſo bold an Undertaker 
To call MEN Fools, tis railing at their MAKER. 
Beſides, he fears to ſplit upon that Shelf; 
He's young enough to be a FOP himſelf. 
And, if his Praiſe can bring you all A bed, 
He ſwears ſuch bopeful Youth no Nation ever bred. 
Your Nurſes, we preſume, in ſuch a Caſe, 
Tour Father choſe, becauſe he lik'd the Face; 5 
And often they ſupply d your Mother's place. 
The Dry Nurſe was your Mother's ancient Maid, 
Who knew ſome _ flip ſhe ne er betray'd. 
Betwixt em both, for Milk and Sugar-Candy, 
Your ſucking Bottles were well ſtor d with Brandy. 2 
Your Father, to mitiate your Diſcourſe, - 
Meant to have taught you firſt to Swear and Curſe; 5 | 
But was prevented by each careful Nurſe. | 
For, leaving Dad and Mam, as Names too common, * 
They taught you certain Parts of Man and Woman. | 


PR OL O GU E. 


T paſs your Schools, for there whey firſt you came, 


Tow won d be ſure 10 . * 73 . 

In Colleges 41 ö 0 

But 2 and Figures 5 Drinking: 

Thence come to Town, you practiſe Play, to know 

The Virtues 7 the High Dice and the Low. 

Each thinks himſelf a SH ARP ER moſt profound 

He cheats by Pence, is cheated by the Pound: 

With theſe Perfectiont, and what elſe he leans, 

The SPARK ſets up for Love behind our Scenes; 

Hot in pur ſuit of Princeſſes and Queens. 

There, if they know their Man, with cunning Carriage, 

Twenty to one but it concludes in Marriage. 

He hires ſome homely Room, Love's Fruits to gather, 

And, Garret high, rebells againſt his Father. 

But he once dead —— 

Brings her in Triumph with her Portion down, 

A Twillet, Dreſſng- Box, and Half a Cydwn. 

Some Marry firſt, and then they fall to Scow'ring, 
into 


Which is, refinmg Marriage a 
Our Women batten well on thei 47 Nature, 
All they aan rap and mu for the Hear Creature, 


Bur while abroad fo liberal the DO LT is, 


Poor SPOUSE at Home as ragged as 4 Colt is. 
Laſt, ſome there are, who' take their fr Degrees 

L ewdneſs in our Middle Galleries: 
The doughty BULLIES enter bloody Drunk, 
Invade and grabble one another's PUNK: 
They Caterwoul, and make a diſmal Rout, 
Call SONS of WHORES, and flrike, but ne'er lug 
Thus while for Paultry Punk they roar and flickle, 
They make it Bawdier than a Conventicle. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Alp bonſo, Husband to Erminia. Mr. Betterton. 


Lorenzo, Friend to Alpbonſo, Mr. Smith. 


Alberto, a general Undertaker. Mr, Wiltſhire. 
Lesbino, his Friend. Mr. Carliſle. 


Kogero, Father to Angelline. Mr. Leigh. 


WOMEN. 


Ermini:, Wife to Alpbonſo. Mrs. Gok, 


Juliana, a lighted Miſtreſs 
of jor) Lee 5 Mrs. Percival, 


Angelline, Rogero's Daugh ter. Mrs. Knight, 
Her ſuppoſed Mother. Mrs. Cory, 
Clara, Erminia's Woman. Mrs. Leigh. 


SCENE FLORENCE. 


5 
| 


| THE 
DISAPPOINTMENT; 


d 


q OR, THE 
| Mother in Faſhion. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


»—k-—''o 


Alberto Dreſſing. 


A SONG written by the Honourable Cotonel 
SACKV ILE. 


ever ſaw 4 Face till now, 

ER OE That could my Paſſion move: 
1 re, and ventur d a Vow, 

[Þ = OA 2 1 But durſt not think of Love. 


Congque 

d the waineſs of Defence, 
| : Phyllis door d 

* | E 7 | But 
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But Oh! her colder Heart denies 
The Thoughts, her Looks in "= 
And while in Ice that frozen lies, 
Hler Eyes dart only Fire. 


Betwixt Extreams I am undone, 
Like Plants too Northward ſet ; 
Burnt by too violent a Sun, 
Or chill for want of Heat. 


ALBERTO. 


T HE World may laugh at theſe laborious Follies, 
That wear away the Day; and ſo may I, 
When my full Veins are ebbing into Time; 
When Age ſhall level me to Impotence ; 
And fleeting Pleaſure leaves me on the Foyle. 
Then I may turn a true Diogenes, 
Snarl at the Pleaſures that I cannot taſte, 
t Deſpiſe the Gallantries of Youth and Love, 
' in my Tub-grow naſty for my Eaſe. | 
Enter Lesbino. | [1 
Lesb. Good-morrow to Lordſhip, F 
Alb. O my Friend! 8 1 
The ſight of thee awakens the Remembrance 
Of all Hole Pleaſures we have pafs'd together. 
Lesb. I think the Roman Antony, in the Rage 
Of his luxorious ite, nay, when 
He made the higheſt Sacrifice to Senſe, 
© Ne'er rated Fleſh and Blood as we have done: 
1 Such Scenes of Wit! ſuch Hours of Love and Wine 


| 
1 
1 Alb. O my Lesbino! Thou remember'ſt all! 
Once at a Feaſt, when fair Panthea, crown'd . 
. The Queen of Love, fate ſmiling on her Throne, 
\F We humbly offer d up our Vews ; and ftrait | 
| Beauty deſcended in a thouſand Charms: h 4 
1 Selina's Paſſion languiſh'd in her Eyes, | | 
| | And thou wert canght: 8 
| Corinna's Muſick triumph'd oder the Sphere, 
And over me: So all were h made: 
Fut then the jealous Goddeſs, trom her Seat 


Flew | F 


” 
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Flew to our Arms, and there was better pleas d. 
Lesb. Yet this was cenſur'd | 
Alb. Only by Clarinda, 5 
Whoſe Virtue ne er appear d, but in her Pride: 
Whom I have ſince enjoy d, with the dear Thought, 
Of leaving her to my Contempt and -Scorn. - 
Lesb. Ah yes! there have been Days 
Alb. Have been! there are: 
This Day, to Morrow, every Day ſhall bad 
To — Deſires. | 
Lesb. The Regiments are marching, 
And I muſt at my Command to Morrow. 
Alb. So ſuddenly! what Danger preſſes us? I 
Leib. Only a City- Plot: Curſe on their Politick Noddles, 
They've Brains enough to keep their Forcheads ſafe; 
They cry, the Soldier's ſurfeited with Eaſe, 
The Tokens of foul Leachery appear —— 
Alb. On their own Wives and Daughters 
Lesb. And out of Chriſtian Charity to themmſelves, 
And =. prevent the growth of on ++ 
At their Expence Phyſick whole C 
And make _— to let us Blood. | 1 
Alb. And thou haſt not a Vein, that thou would ſt ſpare 
From old Rogero's Daughter : Have I touch d you? 
Lech. Faith with Wonder, to hear her mentiom d heret 
I thought her Birth conceaF'd her from all Eyes. 
Alb. If among common Pebbles, we d find 
A Diamond pave our way, 'wwere quickly ſeen. 
Lesb. You know her then? 
Alb. And know her to be mine: 
O I am the Columbus of that World, ; 
And will grow rich in Beauty: Pow'rful Gold 
Has broke the — And now, Lesbino, 
I have a Mother working in the Mine. 
Lesb. What! make a Mother Bawd to her own Child? 
Als. O none fo fit in Nature, ſhe beſt knows 
The Conſtitution of her Daughter's Blood : 
How high her Pulſes beat, remembers too 
Which way the Devil danc'd, when ſhe was young, 
And there can play him now. 
Lesb, 


* 
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Lesb. My Lord! I am pleas'd the Lot is faln on you; 
You'll keep the Sex in Action: When we come 
Hackt from the Field, to find our Women right, 
Under good Diſcipline, and Eaſineſs, 
Is alt the Chriſtian Comfort of a Soldier. - 
Alb. O! this is but the opening of the Scene, 
That ſhews my Triumph. Thou ſhalt know it all. 
No anſwer of my Letter? | 
Serv. None, my Lord. 
Alb. Attend without. 
*Twas to Alphonſo's Houſe. 
Lesb. Not to his Wife? 


[ Exit Servant, 


Alb. Suppoſe it were! . 
Leib. Do you expect an Anſwer ? 

Alb. J grant a Virgin's Modeſty may bluſh, 
And ſtart at her own Wiſhes: But a Wife, 
A high-fed, wanton, underſtanding Wife, 


That knows how Beauty in a Husband's Arms, 


Like Treaſure ruſting in a Miſer's Cheſts, 


Lies unenjoy d, yet coveted by all: 


For ſuch a Wife, ſecure on every hand, 

From Jealouſie at home, and Tengues abroad, 

Youth in her Veins, and Wiſhes in her Heart, * 
That knows the Price of Opportunity; 

For her to trifle out the Hours of Love 


In coy Denials, is beyond my Creed. 


Lesb. But, Sir, Report ſpeaks loudly of her Virtue. 
Alb. Why virtuous let her be to all the World, 
To eaſie Husbands, and believing Fools: 
For me, I'm ſettled in my Faith: I'ye made 
A Study of the Sex, and found it frail: 
The black, the brown, the fair, the old, the young, 
Are earthly- minded all: There's not a She, 
The coldeſt Conſtitution of the Sex, 
Nay, at the Altar, telling o'er her Beads, 
But ſome one riſes on her heav aly Thoughts, 
That drives her down the Wind of ſtrong Deſire, 
and makes her taſte Mortality again 


Enter 
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Enter Servants, whiſpers Alberto, and goes ont. 
Admit = 3 | 
This is the Hin m s: 
Her Confident * — y Confeſſor, 
That probes her Lady's Conſcience to the quick, 
To give it Eaſe She comes! you mult withdraw. 

ha fort ne Matinee f Love! 
What Comfort? Speak, thou o 

Clay. Undone! — for ever! O my Lord! 
I was born to be ruin'd in your Service! 

Als, Hah ! what's the Matter? 

Clar. Your Letter, by what Accident I know not, 
Is faln into my Lord's Hands. 

Alb. Death and Hell! then all's diſcover'd. 

Clay. O nothing but my Falſhood. 

Al. The Duke's Name was ſubſerib d. 

Clar. Ay, you are not ſuſpected: But the Credit 
Of my Functions loſt for ever. I have wept 
And ſworn my Innocence over, and over; 
And all to no Purpoſe. 

Alb. That's hard indeed. 

Clar. He's raging mad, and has laid ſuch a ſtrict . 
Confinement on my poor Lady, ſo hardly us d her, 
That fure ſhe'll never think of Mankind more—— ' 


Clay. Our Doors are all barr'd in an none can find 
Admittance but Lorenzo. *Twas with difficulty | 
I ſtole to find you out, and let you know 
I am not idle: Leave the reſt to me: I muſt away. [Ex, 
Lesb. I've heard it all. And now my Lord your 
_— upon the Matter ? 
| Faith, were it not for a charitable Principle of my 
virtuous Friend there, in ſetting all Things right again, 
the Power of my Gold, and her own natural Inchnati- 
ons to the Office; I ſhould think my Affairs were but in 
a melancholy Condition. 
Lesb. What do you reſolve on? | 
Alb. Een to go, as the Devil in the Woman drizes me, 
For 
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For ſince the Conqueſt that he made on Eve, 
*T has been that Sexes Buſineſs to deceive — 
Enter Juliana meeting him. 
Juliana here! then I am Impotent: Leshino, ſtay. 
Jul. Why do you flart, Alberto? 
Alb. This indeed 
Was unexpected: I was us d to ſee 
You oſtner: I ſhould chide you: But retire, 
I would not have you ſeen; Lesbino, there 
Jul. Has ſeen me here before. | 
Alb. Ay Madam, but 
We live in a cenſorious talking Age, 
And he is naturally fond of b 
Ful. He is your Friend, 
Alb. But it is hard to know 
How far to truſt a Friend in theſe Affairs; 
Your Reputation 
Ful. This is poor, my Lord, | 
Alb. Nay then you'll not be anfwer'd. ¶ Ex. wich Lesb. 
Jul. To play the Woman right: Now I thould ſwoom, 
Call Curſes down — Heav'n on his Head, 
Proteſt my W 8, vow to be d; 
This — the fureſ way to pleaſe — | 
But why d? Or how have I been wrong d? 
I knew him falſe before; the ſad Experience 
Of other Women, warn'd me on my Fate; 
And yet I cou'd not hold from venturing : 
Had he refus'd me, then my Wrongs were plain: 
But I have met the ſofteſt dear Returns 
That Love could make, or longing Maids deſire. 
If he has left me, tis his Nature's Fault, 
That cannot be confin'd. 
O Clara! Welcome. | 
Clar. Madam, I find my Lord has ſocn diſpatch'd your 
Buſineſs. on | | 
Ful. 1 met the Entertainment I expected here; 
But Ciara, mult I loſe him thus? f 
Clay. I have told you, 
He loves my Lady: And he Bribes me high 


6 
5 
6 
4 
| 


Sa 
0 — — — * 


* 
[ 
| 


— 


The Mort ww Fuſbian. 87 
To prove his Advocate in this Affair; 
But yet methinks I would do much for you. 

Jul. And thou ſhalt find I wennoet ftarve my Cauſe: 
I' prove a grateful Client. 

Clay. As we walk; N : 
We'll think _ the Means. 

e 


Ful. Then let the Wanderer rove, a 
So I enjoy him in his rounds of Lore. ¶Euum. 


SCENE charges 10 Alphonſo's Heaſe. 


Enter Alphonſo and Lorenzo. 

Alth. She might have numbred out the Stars in Sin; 
Fed her hot, luſtful Appetite with Change 
Ot every high-fed, wanton Fool in Florence; 
Yet I been ppy: Ignorantly bleſt, 
Like a true Marriage-tool, 1 ht have fate 
Contented, at the — end o'th* Feaſt, 
To welcome all, without a farther Thought: 
And when the Buſineſs of the Day was over, 
When all the y had danc'd her round; 
At Night I might have ta'en her to my Heart, 
With Praiſes on her Truth and Conſtancy, 
And Thanks to Heay'n for ſuch a virtuous Wife? 

Loy. Alphonſo, hear me 

Alph. But to know my ſelf a Monſter! Death and Hell! 
Children and Fools will have me in the Wind, 
And I ſhall ſtink of Cuckold to the World. 

Lor. Come, come: You ſearch too deep, and make 
your Wound. 


O! I have nothing left me but thy Friendſhip | 
W — 


isfie Mankind, I once was thought 

Above the reach of ſuch a common Fate. a 

Loy. You are above it ſtill. 

Alph. By Heaw'n I ſhould be: 
For I'll appeal to Reaſon; is it fit 
The Man thou haſt honour'd with the Name of Friend; 
Should fall fo low, to be the common Scorn 
Of Pimps and Bawds? 

Loy. Your Thoughts are on the Rack: : 
But recolle& yuur Reaſon to your Aid, And 


— 
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And caſt about, to find this treacherous Slave 

That has abus d you; if I then forſake you, 

May the ſevereſt Vengeance of your Fury 

Fall here, and mark me with the Villain's Shame. 
Alth. O! think ſt thou I am thus, without juſt Cauſe? 

Had any broad-mouth'd, ſland'rous Villain faid it, 

I would have turn'd him outward to the Sun, 

Diſplay d th' infected Fountain of his Thoughts, 

And ftabb'd the venom'd Lie down to his Heart : 

But when the Duke's own Character confirms it! 
Lor. Friend, have a care how you purſue that Thought; 

There's Danger in the way, therefore no more. 
A by Heay'n! I cannot blame the Duke; 


For ſhe has Peauty that may juſtific 


All Actions, that are meant to compaſs her. 
Oh! I am well acquainted with her Pow: 
I have devour'd the Spirit of her Love, 
Till drunk with Joy, I reel'd to my Undoing. 
Her Eyes have ſhot me with a thouſand Fires; 
A thouſand Times, the little weeping Loves, 
That wanton'd in the liquid Cryſtal there, 
Like April Showers melting on my Cheeks, 
Refreſh'd my Veins into a wanton Spring. 
O ſhe is more than I can ſpeak or think, 
The ſofteſt Boſom-Dear! the tendereſt Wife 
Tor. Yet you would part with her. | 
Alth. Not for the Wealth of Pluto, were ſhe true: 
But ſhe is falſe, and all my Comfort now 
Muſt be to drive her from my Thoughts for ever. 
Lor. For ever! 
Alph. Yes, among the Follies of my Life, I wou'd 
Forget the Sex: I wou'd not call to Mind 
How I have fold the Charter of my Manhood, 
To pleaſe the fondneſs of a Woman's Longing : 
I would not count thoſe tedious Hours again, 
(Tho' in my Thoughts!) which I have ſacrific d 
To the fantaſtick Pride of that vain Sex. 
But what I-wou'd have bury'd to the World, 
Is the remembrance of that fatal Hour, 


la which 1 fo. dly ventur d out my Hopes; 


My 


I a Me 
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My peace of Mind, my Honour, and my Love, 

In the weak, ſinki om of a Wife: 

O ſleep that Thought, and I ſhall be at Eaſe / 

Loy. You ſpeak as if there were no Woman true. 

Alph. I know not what I ſpeak: But if my Wite, 
If my Erminis's falſe, the Sex is damn d; 

I know it; and ſhe was the laſt that fell. 
Lor. Call old Rogero's Daughter to your Mind, 
To prove there may be Virtue in that Sex, 
Tho tempted by Neceſlity, and Want, 
That Gold could not corrupt, nor Po- 'r betray. 

Alth. What, poor! and honeſt! and a Woman too! 
Does ſhe ſtill keep that Point? Then who can tell 
But I may be abus d? 

Lor. By Heav'n you are! | 
Some Villain practiſes againſt your Peace, | 
Whom Time will beſt diſcover: For Erminia, 

So well I know the Conduct of her Life, 
I'd ſtake my Soul upon her Innocence. 

Alph. Is this thy Thought? | 

Tor. By Heav'n, my Friend, it is, 

Alph, Wou'd I cou'd make it mine, 

hh 3 | 

I dare not truit my Tempe 

Lor. Come, you ſhall, * 
I've * my Word. 

Alph. To whom? 

Lor. Your mourning Wife. 

Alph. You mock my Miſery. 

Lor I am your Friend. 

Alph, But did Erminia make it her Requeſt ? 

Speak, cou'd ſhe? O the ſuff ring Innocence | 
Thy Words have darted Hope into my Soul, | 
And Comfort dans upon me! O ſpeak on! 

Lor. Her Soul. in Sadneſs, and her Eyes in Tears, 
Sighing, he ſaid, She fear d her Heart might break; 
But ſhe wou'd learn the Virtue of a Wife, 

And labour patiently to ſuffer all; 
Then at my Feet, in all the Storm of Grief, 
She begg'd mie, as for Life, to fee her Lord; 
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And ever as ſhe did repeat your Name, [PIR 
Such Floods of Sorrow from her bright Eyes, 
I cou'd not keep my Manhood, but wept too. 

Alph.-1f thou wert mov d, my Friend! oh what muſt 1 
Have been — had I been preſent at the View ? 
Such Tenderneſs muſt have diſarm d my Soul, 
And thrown me for Forgiveneſs at her Feet: 
But tis not yet too late. 

Loy. Then you will ſee her? 

Alph. Thy mournful Story has ſubdu'd my Heart, 
And I have not a Thought that does oppoſe me. 
Witneſs it Heav'n! and Earth! and thou my Friend, 
I combated this Paſſion of my Love, 
Stood this high Teſt of Honour to my Pow'r, 
But am o'ercome: I am, I am a Man, 
And can no longer bear it. O Lorenzo! 
My panting Heart beats to Erminia's Breaſt, 
Struggles and heaves, and fain would be at Reſt; 
Weary'd with Fears, and Jealoufies, wou'd come, 
Thoughtleſs and free, to taſte Content at Home; 

Firmly reſolving never to remove 
From ſuch a Friend, nor my Erminia's:Love, C Exeunt. 


COT E8CENE SL 
Enter Alphonſo. 


Alph. J Parted with Lorenzo, on my Promiſe 
To ſee my Wife, and yet I loyter here 

In a perplexing Maze of crowding Dout ts: 

I'll think no more on't: Ha -— Alberto here 
Enter Alberto. | 

Alb. Alphonſo! 1 have met you luckily. 

I came to find you our. 

 Alph.1 am glad, my Lord, 

Your Trouble's at an end, and I am found. 


Alb, 


The MornER 'm Faſpion. 91 
Alb. Our Maſter, the great Duke — 
Alph. Sir, what of him? 
5. Has ſent me to you. 
Alph. © he honours me , Ab 3, 
Too much of late, beyond a Subjects Thanks: | 
What will this come to? LA. 
Alb. Hearing that you have left the Court. 
Alph. For that, 
There's a Neceſſity calls every Man 
Into his own Concerns; and Buſineſs, Sir, 
In ſpight of Fortune, will uſurp ſometimes. 
Alb. *Twas ſomething ſure of moment, 
Cou'd cauſe that haſte, at which the Court admires. 
Ab. Why Sir admire? is it a Miracle 
To find a Courtier honeſt, at his Houſe 
| With his own Wife! 'tis hardly Treaſon this, 
Nor would I have it an Offence to any. 
Alb. O! none at all: but yet the Duke, that knows 
* Perſons of your Eſteem and Quality _ 
Make the full blaze of Honour in his Court, 
x Would have you always near him: therefore, Sir, 
5 To Night he makes a publick Entertainment, 
Where you and your fair Lady are his Gueſts, 
Alph. Sits the Wind there ! | [Ajide. 
He over honours me, and I ſhall think 
My ſelf too poor and thankleſs a Return . 
For this high Grace: Pray let his ＋ know, 
My Sword and Fortune wait upon his Will; 
But I am ill at meaſures, and mult beg 
To be excus'd. 
Als. Your Lady dances well. | 
Alph. Vare in the right, my Lord: ſhe does indeed; 
Ste Sings well too: if I may be a judge, 
Who am her Husband, exquiſitely well; 
Yet who would think it? 
Alb, What? 
Alph. Nay you, my Lord, 
Are out at Miracles; and this'indeed | 
Requires a Husband's Faith: Yet you ſhall hear it; 
My Wife (how prompted the can only tell!) 


* * 
. —— — 


- 2 — — —— — 
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Tho' bred up to the Pleaſures of the Court, 
With all thoſe entertaining Qualities, 

That Men admire, and Women wy 

Young, as ſhe is, now, when her Blood might well 
Employ her Beauty in its proper uſe; 


Faints in the Fury of her Appetite: 


And, (what I muſt confeſs I bluſh to own) 0 
She fooliſhly affects a Houſwife's Praiſe IX x 
Amongſt her Maids, and ſpins her Youth away. A 7 
Is not this ſtrange? 
bb O — mpoſſible! "Ix | 
| That I expected, and indeed I grant you. 
This Vulgar, Wiebke Virtue, — 2 * 
In a young Lady, is ſcandalouſly old, 
Quite out of Faſhion, and muſt be forgotten, 
Alb. You cannot be in earneſt ? 
Aph. O my Lord! | 
Marriage would mainly help your UnbelicF  [Fxt#, 
Alb, As Ha ing cures the Tooth-ach; Go thy way, | 
Old jealouſie: Tho I have fail'd in this; | 
Clara fights wary, and can never mis, [Exit, 


SCENE changes to Erminia's Chamber, 


A SONG by an unknown Hand. 
Oor, ill. inſtructed, wretched Woman-kind ! 
Decree'd by Fate, 
Prepoſterouſiy to Love and Hate; 
Our feeble Mind | 
Yields up the Keys of our ill-guarded Treaſure, 
To Tyrant Man, whoſe arbitrary Reign 
Scarce gives us Will, or Power, to * : 
Us and our Paſſions they i 
The fleeting Pleaſure 
Holds no proportion with the laſting Pain. 


Lind thou the moſt ungrateful of thy Race, ; 

Who haſt my Henour, wouldft my Name deface, 
Ceaſe thy purſuing, . 
To my oing. : | } 


Sinet 


he 
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Since all the Cruel Perjuries I prove, 

Do but exalt the Merit of my Love, 

And whilft thy Falſhood Mortal proves to me, 

My Love aſpires to Immortality. | 
Enter Erminia and Clara. 


Erm. My melancholy Thoughts are all employ'd 
On thoſe hard-fated Maids, that are bought in, 

By ſome poor Circumſtance of Intereſt, | 

To the eternal Slavery of Life. ; 

Clar. Ah! who that ſees in you the Marriage Joys, 
Will ever truſt their Freedom with a Man? 

Erm. In me! I am moſt happy in Content: 

I love the Hand that lays this Load upon me, 
And ſhall, although it fink me to my Grave: 

O Clara! this were Wretchedneſs indeed, 

This Uſage were beyond the reach of Patience, 
From any but Alphonſo, him I love, 

Him, whom my Heart hangs after for its Peace. 

Clay. In him, tis Tyranny to uſe you thus. 

Erm. O! I am run behind-hand with my Love: 

I have not yet diſcounted for thoſe Sums, 
Thoſe endleſs Sums of Joys, that made me Happy: 
And theſe are but the poor compounding Tears; 
This Scene of Sorrow the bare Intereſt, 
Which I will pay, till he remits the Debt, 
And takes me to the Comfort of his Boſory. 
Enter Alphonſo. 

Alth. He ſends for me, invites me to the Court; 
To bring my Wife to Court; now the great Duke 
Appears himſelf,” and claims me for his Cuckold. 
What! bring my Wife to Court! Damnation! none 
But I to bawd to my Diſgrace! ſure ſomething 
Appears upon me, ſpiritleſs and poor, : 
That marks me for that Office, in his Eye: 

He durſt not elſe have done it 

I believe her honeſt yet: ; 

Her Bady not acquainted with the Sin, 

But if her Thoughts run foul, her Mind's a Wior:: 
And the next Opportunity compleats 

My black Diſhonour, 


Clar. 


— — —— 


* 
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Clar. Madam, my Lord. 

Alph. Miſtreſs, you, 
I gueſs your reverend Function by your Face. 
Nay, here's Mony for you : 
An Ounce of Gold for but a Grain of Truth: 
Canſt thou inform me of thy Lady's Thoughts! 
How they're employ'd! on whom? O tell me that, 
And I will yet believe thou may'ft live on 
Some Years in Sin, before th'art to be damnd. 

Clar. Good Heav'n defend my Lord! | 
Alth. Nay, then thou art a praying Chamber-Bawd, 
And Truth abhors thee, Foh! how ſhe ſtinks o'th* Office. 

[Thruſts her out. 
Erm. My Lord! my much lov'd Lord! 
How has my Ignorance betray'd my Peace, 
And robb'd me of your Love? Alas! I own, 
Freely confeſs the Frailties of my Sex, 
With all its forms of Follies, here before you: 
Oh then if I have blindly ſtumbled on 
A Fault, in pity to my Weakneſs, you 
My Lord, will pardon it 
 Alpb, Does the remembrance of any Sin 
Upbraid your Thoughts? 
Erm. My Sins are infinite, 
As is the Mercy of relenting Heav'n. 
But I dehe my Memory, combin'd 
With the ſevereſt Malice of my Fate, 
Since the firſt happy Minute of our Loves, 
To point me to a Crime againſt my Lord. 
Alph. What! not in Thought, Erminia? 
Erm, No, indeed ! 
Not even in Thought, as I do hope for Heav'n! 
Alth. Then where's the need of Pardon? you are juſtify d. 
Erm. Alas! I de beſeech you on my Knees, 
With ſtreaming Eyes, and a poor bleeding Heart, 
Inform me: Let that Tempeſt on your Brow, 
Fall on the wretched Head of loſt Erminia; 
But ſpeak! O let my Accufation come, 
And tell 'me what I've done to move you thus. 
Alth. Damnation! done! Speak, anſwer me! what done! 
Erm. 


58 
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Erm. Alas! what means my Lord ? 
Alph. Have you done any thing? that thus your Guilt. 
Betrays you to the Queſtion ? | 
Erm. Indeed I know of nothing to offend you. 
Alph. O, were it come to that; did I but ance 
Conceive a {light Suſpicion of the Deed; 
Ir were not time for Words 
Emminia, I believe you ve done no Fault. 
Em. Then I am happy in my Innocence. 
Alph. There's net a Line in all that beautcous Face, 
That promiſes the Picture of a Whore ; 
By Heay'n! ſhe ſhould be honeſt to the Soul; 
O! I could curſe that firſt — Prieſt, 
Who with falſe Reaſons triamph'd oer the World, 
And reconcil'd Mankind to Slavery: 
Whilſt he, and all that reverend, fatteil Tribe, 
Skill'd in the Arts of Luxury, and Eaſe, 
Wiſely refus d the Doctrines that they taught, 
And only damn'd the Layity to a Waite. 
Erm: Did you not name your Wife? 
Ni TS ing Prieſt, 
with a | 
That conjur'd us — in 2 Veal, 
That galls me now. 
Erm. Wou'd I had never been, 
Or never liv'd to hear you curſe me from you. 
Alph. No, I will ever bleſs you to my Grave. 
Erm. Will you! then ſure, oh ſure, you cannot hate mel 
Alph. By Heavn and Earth! I never can, Ermimia! 
No: by th' eternal Majeſty that awes me, 
I languiſh with the ſondneſs of my Love, 
Still doat, and fain would keep thee to my Heart: 
Oh! thou'rt the very Fountain of my Joys, 
The Spirit CO my Spring of Life, 
All that my Wishes would, or Heay'n can give: 
Yet, oh eternal Torment to my Love! | 
We muſt, we muſt, mini 
Erm. What, my Lord? 


O ſure my Heart informs me of my Fate: 
What muſt we? : 


— 
— 


— — 
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Alph. Tis Heav'n alone can tell, 
How fatally the Secret ſtruggles here 
With what impetuous Force it beats my Breaſt; 
And tears away my Quiet in its Way; a 
Therefore, it comes. O! we muſt part for ever: 
I can no more. Farewel. ; : 
Erm. This, and all's well. [She follows him. 
Remember poor Erminia in her Grave. [ She ſwoons. 
Alph. She ſinks, ſhe's gone: Erminia! Stay, my Life! 
O I conjure you by thoſe thouſand Hours 
Of ſofteſt Joys, that melted in thy Arms; 
And by thoſe thouſand Years of Love to come, 
I charge 7— ſtay. | 
Erm. 'tis the Voice of Love, 
That ſummons me to Life, and my Alphonſo. 
Alph. Look up, Erminia! ſee, I'm rooted here, 
Fix'd to thy Fate, and cannot live without thee. 
There are ten thouſand Bleſſings yet behind, 
Untaſted by the Palate of our Loves, 
That wait to Crown our Days and Nights together. 
And oh! my Heart can never think of Joy, 
Nor move me one ſtep onward to my Peace, 
Without the Partner of my Happineſs. 
Em. Am I? Then ſure we muſt nat part? 
_— O never. * 
Forget the guilty Thought, as I have done. 
Tac = dearer to me than my Life! 
Grow to my Heart, for ever fix thee here; 
Till Tme, hag Ages hence, ſhall call us down, 
Old, and embracing, to one Grave together. 
Erm. Then I am truly Happy. Yet, my Lord, 
(Forgive the Folly of a Woman's Fears) 
If your late Coldneſs ever ſhou'd return, 
No Wretchedneſs on Earth could equal mine. 
Alph. Drive me not back upon my Memory, 
But take me to thy Arms, and I will loſe 
All Thoughts, but of almighty Love and thee. 
Thus Tempeſt-beaten Voyagers at laſt 
(Toſt by the Fury of the angry Main ) 
Secure and ſafe are in the Harbour call, ' 
And never, never venture out again. Exeunt. 
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SCENE an open Garden. 
Enter Angelline with her Mother. 


Moth. I've dropt my Husband in the Crowd, and this is 
the Walk my Lord Alberto promis'd to meet me in: Come 
hither Angelline! hold up thy Head Child! ah! thy Mo- 
ther's own Twincle ! well, Fifteen muſt be provided for, 
[ ſee that, 

Ang. 1 do not underſtand you. | 

Moth. No matter for that, I underſtand enough in this 
pus for us both, Child; if you have but the Grace to 
xe rul'd. | 

Ang. 1 hope I have ever been Obedient. 

Moth. Ay. Twill be the better for you: Say your Pray- 
ers duely, and take your Mother's Advice along with you, 
and you may come to keep your Coach one Day. 

Ang. Alas! I am contented with my poor Condition, 
And would not, if I might, be what you fay 
And ſee my good old Father go on Foot. 

Moth. No Angelline, He and I and all of us ſhall ride, 
if you will be inſtructed to raiſe us. You know the Lord 
Alberto? 


Ang. Him that you ſhew'd me walking with the Duke? 


Moth. Ay, there's a Man for you; to my certain Know- 
ledge he's directly in Love with thee. 

Ang. So indeed the Lord Lorenzo tells me, be loves me; 
And tho' I am more inclin d to credit him, 
Vet I am far from thinking of it true. 

Moth. Come, you ſhall love both. 

Ang. That's impoſlible! both cannot Marry me. 


your turn a great deal better, another way: Come An- 
gelline; thy Father's poor, thy Beauty's thy Portion, and 
manage it to the beſt Advantage. 

Ang. Poor as I am, I ſcorn to be a Whore. 

Moth. Bleſs me! how can you expect to thrive with ſuch 
abominable, ungodly Words in your Mouth, Child? A 
EZ Whore! fy, fy, don't think of the indecent thing; but as 
me. | l Was ſaying, there will he Beauty enough ar Five and 
E n F Twenty, 


Meth. Marry you! no matter for that: But both may ſerre 
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Twenty, to throw away upon a Husband; then if 
ſhould chance to. tarniſh, or grow ruſty in the wearing, 
(as Beauty, alas! is but a Flower, and Flowers will fade,) 
tis but the Matrimony dip at laſt, and you appear again 
as freſh, with as oloſy a Complexien, as you had never 
been blown on, and no harm done——1 think I ſee him 
coming —— Oh! *Tis my unſeaſonable Husband again, 
that out af a ſtarving Principle of Honeſty, will neither 
ſtir himſelf, nor ſuffer me to labour in the lawful Occu- 
pation of a Mother for the Advantage of a poor Child. 


Mess. 
Enter R 0 


| ogero. 

Rog. Oh! have I found you! Tis well — A 
0 — hot Countries. There's no 0 the a Mouth. full 
of Air, without the venture of being choak'd with the 
Flies : How they ſwarm in Walk ! Coxcombs of 
every. Size, and Nation! from the Impertinence of the 
French, down to the leaden Figure of a Dutchman. 

Enter Squire, Poet, and Bully. 

Ang. Who have we here? 

Rog. The very Picture of Folly in Leading-ſtrings! now 
by his Countenance I ſhould gueſs there has 2 an 
Ounce of Brajas in the Family, fince his Father's great 
Grandfather e ee his, to the purchaſing a Title. 

Ang. Of what Sir? a Fool! does that bear ſuch a value 
in the World? 

Rog. O Child! none but our ſwinging Eſtates can come 
up to the price on't: Our Lords buy by the whole Piece, 
ſo that a poor Man can hardly come in for a Remnant of 
thar Commodity. 

Ang. Methinks I ſhould not covet to foreſtal their 
Markets. 

Rog. Ah! Thy Father's own Daughter to a Hair! Nay, 
thou haſt a tang of thy Mother in thee too, I'll fay that 
for thee, Angelime! Thou follow'tt good Example: She 
might have been a Lady, as ſhe ſays : But no matter for 
that; ſhe was wiſer as I take it: For 1 gad I wasa Swin- 
ger in thoſe Days: Let meſee——1 cou'd have done 


I don't know What I could have done. But tis paſt time 
A 
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a Day with me now; come, let's home, or theſe Vermin 
Squire. Well, well, let me alone; I warrant youTbreak 
her Heart, Boys: Bur heark you Poet! you'll ſtand by me 
and prompt upon occaſion : While you with your Whif- 
kers terrifie my Miſtreſs into Silence and Attetitioti. 
— advanies bermeem his Poet and Bully: 
Ang. The Thing comes towards us. 2 
Squire. Now——will 1 be Alexander the Great; 3 
with thy right Hand, my Poet's Brains, and my ewn E- 
fate, beat down the Fortifications of theſe Amaxum, and 
raviſh to the end of the Chapter. 
Bud. Bear up, Sir. | i 3 
Squire. Soft, and fair : A General ſhould not be hot- 
headed you know: 
Poet, where are you? | 
Poet. Now Sir, —— Bright as, &c. [Prompting. 
Squire. Ay, « 
Bright as the Virgin Boſe of the Day, FI 
hen Neptune ſcours the Swii-beams from the Sea. 
Ang. What does he mean, Sir? * 
Poet. —— My Eyes, &c. | Prompting again. 
Squire. —— My Eyes are ſcorcht by your — Face, 
Like diy d Tobacco by a Burning-Glaſs. 
Poet. There's P for you. 
Squire. Ay, there's Poetry 2 you. | 
. Sir, I am poor enough to Acquaintance te 
che Flakes? but 1 confeſs 1 on't Lot rn There- 
fore without your Treſſes, Sun-beams, and your Nepruies, 
I ask — what you would have? 
Bully. "I. 
: r. - © Have, Sir? 
Rog. Ay, have Sir! 
Squire. Prethee Bully Whiskers tell him you 
am not much for figh' ing. [Walks off. 
Bully. Why ! may be nothiog, Sir. . 
What then, Sir? 
Rag. Why then J am ſatisfy d. 
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Squire, Why look you there. I knew he was a civil 
honeſt Fellow. | * 

Bully. Pox, he knows his Men. | | 

Squire, Hark thee, old Lad. I have a great Mind to be 
better acquainted with thee, Prethee now, if a Man may 
be ſo bold, What a Pox art thou? 

Rog. What am I! why I am nothing, have nothing, 
cafe for nothing, nor depend on nothing. 

Poet, He comes of a very ancient Family. 

Squire. Nothing, fay'ſt thou? why then I 'gad I'll have 
the honour of thy — : But firſt here's Mony for 
thee : Now thou art Pimp-maſter in ord'nary to my Fa- 
mily, from this Day forward; and begin thy Office upon 
that ſame little Gipſie there. : 

Rog. Oh! I am proud that I have a Daughter for you; 
but 1 intend to give you the firſt Fruits of my Service 
gratis. And return your Gold to theſe Raſcals, that de- 
ſerve it for keeping you Company ; And thisto your Wor- 
ſhip. 1 Kicks him. 

Squire. Nay, if you are thereabouts, your Servant! 

Rog. As you like me, reward me! 

Bully. Come away! Sir, *tis a poor old mad Fellow, 
and is not worth your Anger; and faith it goes againſt 
my Conſcience to murder him, when he has bid ſo high 
for my Friendſhip. Elſe by the Threſhold of Mahomet's 
Temple — 

Poet. Let him alone, I am big with Madigral, and will 
proſtitute his Daughter to a Tinker in my next Lampoon. 

Rog. This will elevate your Imagination. 

[Draws and ſcours 'em off. 
Enter Alberto. 

Alb, Rogero! What my old Bully of Sixtyfive. Levy- 
ing War with thy Regiment of Years about thee! What's 
the matter? ; 

Rog. The Matter, my Lord! why every thing's the mat- 
ter. The Coxcomb was in the matter in provoking me; 
and I was in the matter for beating the —— about 
the matter, that in the whole matter is not a farthing 
matter, whether there had been any matter or no. 

Alb, Very well: But prithee what pretty Creature is 
that there? | 
7 R. 
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Rog. Where, Sir? who, Sir? my Wife, Sir? 
What have you to ſay to my Wife, Sir? 

Moth, More than you imagine. [Afide. 

Alb. Nothing, nothing, 1 Man 

Rog. Nothing, my Lord! why let me tell you my Lord, 
She has been —— 

Alb. Ay, and is ſtill, Rogero, a good old Geneva Print 
for you that uſe Spectacles: But I wear my own Eyes, 
and would fain know who this lovely young Thing is? 

Rog. Lovely, did you fay ! I'gad and you are i'th' right 
on't: There's a Wench for you. A Miſtreſs for an Empe- 
ror, by Fupiter ! my own PiQure to a Hair! Ah! Rogue, 
there's a Shape, there's a Face, then her Eyes and Lips; 
ſee how they blubb and pour, and twitter and ſwell at 
you! 

Alb. Rogero! Vil make bold, and taſte your Fruit. 

| [Kiſſes Ang. 
' Rogero goes between Alberto and Angelline. 

Rog. So much for Civility: And now my Lord, I am 
ſorry for't, but this ſame idle Girl of mine, this ſame, 
what you will, this Chit, this any thing, has ſuck'd ſuch a 
fooliſh Principle from her Mother, I am aſham'd ont. 

Alb. Prithee Rogero; what is't ? 

Rog. Why I am ſorry for't, but 1 vow to gad ſhe is not 
for your turn. 

Alb, What doſt thou mean? | 

Rog. Only out of ſtark Love and Kindneſs, thata Perſon 
of your . — ſnould not loſe his Labour; for to my cer- 
tain Knowledge, ſhe is moſt damnably Honeſt ; come a- 
way, Angelline. Come away, Child. 

Alb. I do not W mg thee. | RE 

Rog. Nor do I intend to explain at preſent: But m g 
you'l pardon me. I — lan of the — my 
Wife muſt anſwer it, it lies at her Door [ Ex. Rog. and Ang. 

Alb. He knows nothing of my Deſign. 

Moth. Tis only his Humour. 25 

Alb. Pox on him! how came he here to diſturb us? 

Moth. He met us at Chappel. 

Alb. Nay, if our Saints prove no better Friends to the 
Intreagues of this World, we ſhall ſoon fall off the Zeal 

of our Deyotion to them, 
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= tell me, 2 — Hour? 

e fragrant In of opening Flowers 
zoe to my — in that melting Kiſs: 

! 1 am wild, impatient as Deſire, 

To force the bluſhing Beauty to my Boſom, 

And there diſſolve it to the Balm of Love, 

Speak, tell me, when! oh when? 

; Mech. Alas, my Lord! you think I have done nothing 
or you: 

ho not I? When Nature, Conſcience, — | 

Als. I know thou haſt : Nay nay, here's the beſt Re- 
cipe for a troubleſome Conſcience in Chriſtendom 

[Gives 4 Purſe, 
Probatum ef. I warrant it good, Mother. 

Moth. Well: I am afham'd of your Bounty; but you are 
ſo winning a Perſon, you might ha commanded me with- 
out * tar But to Morrow my Lord, you ſhall ſee 
her: If ſhe ſhould prove frail. But no matter for that, 
you are a virtuous Perſon and will ſcorn to take the ad- 
— of her Weakneſs, 

Alb. Not in the leaſt, do not doubt me. Ex. Mother. 
So, this Conqueſt's ſure; now for dlphanſo's Wite, 

That ſuffering Martyr to a wedded Lite; 

It her falſe Virtue be not to be ſold, 

Farewel our ſureſt Panders, Pow'r and Gold. Exit. 
Re-enter Angelline and Julian a. 

Jul. Come, come, 1 know you love him: Alberts is 
A very Maſter in the Arts of Love: 

Practis'd in all the {oft bewitching Ways, 
That find the Weakneſs of a Waman's Heart ; 
Therefore without a Bluſh you may confeſs it. 

Ang. I would hide nothing from you willingly. 

Fad. Tell me, is there not ſomething in your Heart 
Pleads ſtrongly for him? 

Ang. If fomething from without 
Did not plead more, his Cauſe were deſperate. 
Ful. Indeed I hear your Mother favours him. 
Ang. Would I could ſay, *twere falſe. 
Ful. You came to meet him here. 


4. My Matker 1 belicye had fo defign'd 


For | 


„ 
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For as we came from Chappel with my Father, 
She watcht her Time, and loſt him in the Crowd: 

Jul. Does he allow it? | 

Ang. No; he forewarns me of him. | 

Ful. And be advis'd: Fly from his Charms betimes, 
There is no other Safety: If you think 
To ſtand, and guard the Paſſes to your Heart, 

You are undone: Oh! I haye heard him talk, 

Like the firſt Child of Love, when ev'ry Word 

Spoke in his Eyes, and wept to be believ'd, 

And all to ruin me. Had I more Time 

To tell my Story out, *twould move your Pity : 

But yonder comes your Father! 

PI te you ſuddenly again: Farewel. [Exit Juliana: 
Euter Lorenzo and Rogero to Angelline. 

Loy. Rogero, I'm wellacquainted with thy Worth: 
Have ſtudy'd thee; obſerv'd thee in our Wars, 

Where the hard chance-of Fortune threw'thy Lot 
Among the meaneſt of our Soldiery; 

Unheeded, friendleſs, deſtitute of all; 

Till that blunt Spirit of thy Honeſty, 

And forw¾yardneſs to all Attempts ef Honour, 
Forc'd back thy Fate, and made thy Virtue known. 

Rog. Yes. I have been a Soldier; and have been re- 
warded too: Had Promiſes for Pay, and ſtarv'd for the 
honour of my Profeſſion. 

Lor. Well: All ſhall be amended; come to Court, 

And but apply thy ſelf to our great Duke, | 
And thou ſhalt find a Prince, whoſe Virtue will 
Redeem thee from the ſmart of Poverty; 
Reward thy Merits with an open Hand, 

And nurſe thy wanting Age with Eaſe and Plenty. 

Rog. My Lord! you know me, and I know my ſelf: 
You bid bleſs the Duke, I cry Amen, with all my 
Heart; ſo far we're right: But here I leave you; not one 
ſtep further, not an Inch my Lord, I am not for the 
Court, not I my Lord; there's a neſs in my Na- 
ture will not let me ſell the Freedom of my Mind, to feed - 
my Body: No, when I ſee a Fool, I muſt laugh at him; 
not ſooth him in his a nor tickle him, till he 

4 wybeere, 
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wheeze, and give me an Advantage of creeping to his 
Pocket. | | 

Lor. But thy Family, Rogero. 

Rog. Ay, my Daughter here: Why y'are in the right 
on't again; well, I confeſs I ſhould be glad my Angelline 
were provided for; But I can neither Pimp, Flatter or 
Lye for a Portion for her, 

Loy. Nor ſhalt thou need it: Here, Rogero, cheriſh 
Thy Daughter's virtuous Thoughts, nor let her Wants 
Betray her to Diſhonour. 

Rog. My Lord: You ſhould be Honeſt. But the Hone- 
ſty of this Purſe is no better than it ſhould be! Why, how 
many reyerend Matrons has this corrupted into 2 
Tis as ſure a Damnation toa Maiden-head, as Fifteen, Wit 
and a good Face: But Tempter, I deſie thee; and thoꝰ it 
is reaſonable I ſhould be a Rogue for this; I'd have you 
to know I {corn the Office. <4 

Lor. Away, away, do not ſu my Friendſhip: 

On all * aſt me, as thy — . 
That ſhall be open to thee, depend upon me. 
And leave thy Daughter's Fortune to my Care. 

Rog. Angelline! doſt hear that Child! Th' art made for 
ever. a 
Tor. Rogero! that Alberto, whom you ſpoke of, 

Runs in my Thoughts: doſt hear me; watch him cloſe 
Obſerve him well: His Favour with the Duke, | 
Paſſes thoſe Actions currant to the World, | 
Which in another Man were foul and monſtrous: 
Therefore beware of him! no more; farewel. | 

Rog. My Lord ! Your Servant ; But as I was ſaying, 
he has the Chriſtian Liberty of the Common toramble in 
as much as he pleaſes, and welcome: But if he be forlca- 
ping into Incloſures, if he come to paſture in my Ground; 
at his Peril, at his Peril, by Jupiter; That's all, that's all: 
Your Servant my Lord, your Servant. 

| [Exit cum Angelline. 

Lor. She's gone, and all my Thoughts are up in Arms, 
Like wanton Citizens in Luxury, | 
Thronging in factious Parties, to their Cauſe, 
Reſoly d and headlong for their Liberties, 1 
ore 
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Before they know a Danger: I am not og 
Of that ſoft Temper, that the Eye of Beauty | 
Can melt me from the Tmage of a Man, 
Into the fondneſs of a Woman's Fool: 

Yet if I'm fated to a Marriage Life, 

My Happineſs were pure in Angelline ; 

In whom the infancy of Innocence, 

In bluſhing Virtue triumphs o'er again. 

But then the World! Why let the babbling World 

Report it as they pleaſe. Let Intereſt wed 

The drudgery of a vexatious Bed; 

Days without Peace, and Nights without Deſire, 

Still toil, and ſweat away their Youth for Hire. 

Whilſt, ſafe in Innocence and Truth, I taſte _ 

The Sweets of Love, freſh running to the laſt. xit. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Alphonſo. 


Alph.* T IS late, and I alone: Th hard trayell'd Sun 
Now wantons in the Boſom of the Sea, | 
Whilſt amorous Clouds ſteal nearer to the Earth, 
And melt themſelves away upon the Flow'rs: 
The Beaſts in Companies to Coyerts run; 
And all the feather'd Kind, upon the wing, 
Pair to the Groves, and dream the Night away. 
bot Enter Ermima. 
Erm. Then, why art thou the loyterer of Love? 
Why, when Ermmia's Arms are open'd wide, 
LI to embrace thee to thy Reſt; 
Why then does my Aiphonſo chute to wander 
The melancholy Maze of Darkneſs here? 
Alph. O thou too juſtly doſt preſent my Crime! 
I own I am to blame, to call thee forth 
Into the rawnels of a Midnight Air, 
At this dark Hour; But, O] forbear to think By 
Twas from my Choice, that I have ſtaid thus long; 
Fs "Twas 


— 
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*T'was a rude Thought, that wou'd not be deny d, 
Indeed no more: Prithee to Bed, my Dear. 
Em. Alas! there is no Reſt for me without thee! 
Alth. O my Heart's Comfort! yet a Minute longer, 
And Pl diſcharge my Soul of all its Load; 
Come trembling with my ſtrong Deſires upon me, 
To thy expecting Arms, till thou confels 
I've made amends for all the Faults of Love. 
Em. I will not doubt your Truth! Farewel * 
ts, 
Alph. Good-night, my Love: O may the ſofteſt Arm 
Of downy Slumbers rock thee to Repoſe, 
Lull all thy Senſes faſt: And may no Thought 
(To interrupt the Quiet of thy Bed) 
(In the looſe Revel of a Dream) preſent 
'Thoſe Images, that keep me waking here. 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Loy. Who's there? Alphonſo? 
Alph. Ha! who calls? 
Lor. Thy Friend. 
Alph. Lorenzo! always welcome to my Heart: 
But now thou com'ſt, as if my Fate defign'd 
My Happineſs ſhould all depend on thee. 
Loy. "Tis late! my Friend, how fares thy virtuous Wife? 
Alph. Well, very well: Juſt parted hence, and now 
Preparing for her Bed. 
Lor. To Morrow we ſhall meet: 
I have an idle Thought to fatishe, 
And then to Reſt: Good-night Alphonſo. 
Alph. Friend, am I to be a Stranger to that Thought ? 
Lor. Thou haſt my Soul: But now Erminia ſays; 
Thy foft deſiring Wife expects thy coming: 
Buſie in THEE: and haſty for the Hour, 
She turns, and ſighs, and wiſhes; counts the Clock 
And every Minute es ney Pace, ; 
*Till thou appear, the pion of thy Bed, 
Arm'd at all Points, and eager for the Charge, 
That calls her to the Combat of thy Love. 
Alth. No: Not to Night, Lorenzo. 
Tor. Not to Night! 


Alph, 
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III not to Bed. 

Lor. Alphonſo, have a care, . 
And Phyſick not thy Health to a Diſeaſe: 
If once the foul Infection of a Doubt 
But mingle with the Current of thy Thoughts 
The ſubtle Poiſon-ſeizes on the Heart, 
Corrupts the very Fountain of thy Peace, 
And then the Minutes of the Damn'd are thine. 

Alph. Lerenxo! no; I hope my Fate intends me 

To nobler Purpoſes, Vet 

Lor. What? 

Alph. The Letter —— 

Lor. Well. | 

Alph. J muſt be fatisfy'd of that! 

Lor. You may. 

Alph. By Heav'n I will. 

Lor. Time muſt diſcover it. 

Alph. O! may I be that hateful Thing, I ſcorn? 
The common, ridden Cuckold of the Town; 
Stag'd to the Crowd on publick Theatres, 

Nay, balleted about the Streets in Rhime, - 

wo for a wanton itching in my Blood, 
gratifie a cravi petite ; 

And let the juſt em of a Wron 

Expect to-Morrow, for a cool R a 

Lor. I have a Sword, that wonnot be behind 
In any Task of Honour, for my Friend: 
Command me freely. 

Alph. Tis not come to that. 

But thus Lorenzo, I accept thy Love! 
Go to my Wife, tell her ſome Diſcontents 
Have forc'd me out to travel. 

Lor. How! Alphonſo? | | 

Alph. Obſerve me out, not that I doubt Erminis ; 
But when my Abſence is by all believ d; 
Conceal'd in priyate here, 1 ſoon ſhall find 
My vigorous Lover bolting at my Wife; _ 
And I may know to thank him for the Office, 

Lor, It has a Face indeed: Erminia too, 
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May bear a part in this. 
„ gemen 
uch ma ather d from her Mana t 
In my for ed Abſence, that may ſerve, 
Throꝰ the ſucceeding Changes of my Life, 
To fix my Temper to the Point of Virtue. 
Loy. Where ſhall we meet? 
Alph. I cannot wander far. 
Lor. This is the Door. Farewel. [ Goes in. 
Alph. So, now my Heart 
Be ſtill, beat even Meaſures in my Breaſt, 
That when the Hour of Fate ſhall ſummon me, 
The fury of my firm collected Force 
May ſtrike for 3 in a brave Revenge. | 
Hark, *tis the tread of Seryants coming Vie Way: 
I would not be diſcover'd. [Ex it. 
| Enter Clara and Juliana. | 
Clay. Madam, this Office that J venture on, in your 
Service, is but an ungenerous Return for Alberto's Bounty! 
Jul. Tis the only way you have left you, Clara. Your 
Lady has diſappointed you: And, as I take it, your Cre- 
dit's engag'd for the Payment of à Sum to Night, which 
I muſt either lay down, or you ſuffer in your trading 
1 m eaſily perſwaded; and, upon ſecond 
ar. Nay, I am eaſi waded; and, u eco 
Thoughts, * — Ms be leſs —. 9 more 
Conſcience, in this Deſign, than my firſt Undertaking. 
Jul. O! a great deal more, Clara For ſo you in- 
jure no Body: Your Lord will be no Cuckold, your Lady 
- miſs nothing that eyer ſhe had, and I ſhall have but my 
own. 
Clar. True, Madam, but how ſhall I be juſt to him? 
Ful. That I'll tell you too. | 
Clar. He has paid for my Lady. 
_ And he ſhall have her, or any Lady at the fame 
= | 1 
Clar. How, Madam ! how? That Art were an Eſtate, 
Ful. Tis but providing me a dark Room, with a 
little of my Direction; and the Strength of his own I- 
maginatin ill ery on the Cheat oo 
| ar. 
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Clay. But if he ſhou'd diſcover ! 

Jil. Why let him make the beſt of the Diſcovery; 

he'll find me a Woman, Clara. Kos 
Clay. Truly Madam, I begin to ſubmit to your Argu- 


ments; I believe this Project may take. | 

Jul. It has been ſucceſsful in England already: Where 
Intreagues are carry'd on with leſs Management, than 
the Italian Air will allow of. | 

Clay. Well, 1 neyer knew the good of a ſtrong Imagi- 
nation before. | 

Jul. Tis the beſt Comfort, I fear, of a Matrimonial 
Amour, Clara: But when do you expect Aberto? 

Clay. Tis near the Time: Let's in and prepare to re- 
ceive him. Exeunt. 


A SONG made by Colonel Sackvile. 
O Why did e er my Thoughts aſpire 


To wiſh for that, zo Crown can buy ! 
I. 4 but to deſire 


What ſhe in Honour will deny. 


As Indians do the Eaſtern Skies, 
I at à diſtance muſt adore 

The brighter Glories of her Eyes; 
And never dare pretend to more. 


Enter Alberto. 

Alb. Well! were there nothing more in an Intreague, 
than barely the Enjoyment, the unconſcionable Expence 
of the Pleaſure would take off our Appetite to the Sin; 
and the Devil would ſoon fail of his Correſpondence with 
the World, unleſs the Prices of his Commodities fell, 
that honeſt Fellows might be damn d at eaſier Rates. 
Where am I? Hold! O 'tis Alp honſo's Houſe. 

And this the very Hour, that Clara promis d 
To meet me at, with all her Woman's Arts, 
And join in the dear Scene of Cuckoldom. 
The Door opens, I will obſerve at diſtancc. 
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Euter Clara. 

Clar. My Lord gone in Diſcantent to Travel! and my 
poor Lady left in Diſtreſs here behind him! Let me ſee, 
there are comfortable Applications to be made out of 
theſe Doctrines. And if ſhe has not the Diſcretion te 
turn em to their right Uſes; I, that am wiſer, am oblig d 
in Conſcience to provide for the Family. 

Alb. And 'tis a charitable, Chriſtiau- like Principle in 
thee, Clara. | 
_ Clar. My Lord Alberto! 

Alb. The fame, I am punctual you fee. 

Clar. And that's an extraordinary Virtue in a young 
Lover, and ought to be encourag'd in an Age, when poor 
Women are us d, juſt like your Trees; husbanded only 
out of a Vanity of having the firſt ripe Fruit, without the 
Deſire of taſting of em your ſelves. 

Alb. No faith; I am for enjoying the Fruits of my 
Labour, Clara: Beſides I have a vigorous young, craving 
Appetite; (with a Digeſtion above the fear of Crudities 
theſe forty Years) that muſt be ſatisfy d at Home, before 
I think of being bountiful to my Neighbours, But tell 
me! Alphonſo gone to travel. Ha! 

Clar. Moſt ſeaſonably, my Lord. 

Alb. Then Love and Fortune for me; Lead on, Clara. 

Clar. What do you mean | 

Alb. O honeſtly, I warrant you. 

Clary. But 2 my Lord. 

A. I do, Clara. 

Clar. My Lady's Virtue! 

Alb. And my Secrecy: There's Virtue for her Virtue: 
Nay, if you go to that, mine is a Cardinal Virtue among 
the Ladies, and ought to be reſpecled in any Court in 
— where the Love as well as Religion is Ca- 

olick. f 

Clar. But my Lord, you know Decency requires 

Alb, And I'll do't as decently as ſhe, or any Lady can, 
in Reaſon, require. 

Clar. To-Morrow may prove more favourable to you ; 
My Lady has but juſt heard the News, and her Thoughts 
to Night will run on my Lord's Unkindneſs, 5 

4. 
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Alb. Therefore it ſhall be to Night: O! tis the natural 
Conſtitution of Womankind, Liv the firſt Suſpicion of 
their Lover's Inconſtancy, to Club with the next Chance. 
comer for a Revenge. 

Clay. So that who ever faſts, the Sweet-Meats are pru- | 
dently order'd to our own Table. 

. The Policy is true Machiyal, i'faith, — — ſides; 
and now for a ſtronger Teſtimony of this within. 

Clar. O hold, you ruin all elſe. I'll in before, diſpoſe 
all things to their proper Places, and return in an inftant, 
for Scandal muſt be avoided. 

Alb. And tis but reaſonable; for Reputation is the fair- 
eſt Face of Virtue, and will ſooneſt cheat the World; 
this brings the Phyſician his Patients, and the Lawyer kis 
Clients; and though one deſtroy your Body, and t'other 
your Eſtate, Opinion juſtifies their Knavery, and ſecures 
their Functions from Poverty and Contempt. Clara ſtays 
long Pox! I'm impatient I'll een enter, and d 
my Errand my ſelf, [Ex#, 

- Exter Lorenzo. 

Lor. Twas here I left Alphonſo: I know not why, 
Some unſeen Power directs my Steps this way: 

Would 1 could find the Truth of what J fear: 
He is abus'd: And he's fo near my Heart, 
That when I think upon hig Injuries, 
A juſt Reſentment arms within my Breaſt, 
As if my better ſelf were wrong'd in him. 
III take another turn to find him yet, — 
[Goes out and returns. 

Perhaps I ftaid too long, and he is gone 
To wait me at my Houſe, — It muſt be ſo . 

Euer Clara and Alberto at the Door. 

Alb. *Tis hard to leave my Happineſs fo ſoon. 

Clary. There may be danger in a longer ſtay. , 

Alb, 1 muſt be fatisfy'd, you fay. 

Loy, Ha! a Man's Voice 14 Alphonſo's Houſe! 

The Door too open! there may be mere in this; 

A Midnight Thief, or Murderer. Il venture 

To ſecure him, [They juſtle and draw; as they are clos d, 
Clara enters with a Light, and 2 
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Then, in that Minute, when the Devi 
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So brisk! have at you Sir. b 
Alberto? 
Alb. Ha ! Lorenzo: Twas lucky that this Buſineſs 
grew not up to cutting Throats. | 
Lor. My Lord! you are the Maſter of your Thoughts, 
They can inform you beſt. | 
Alb. Of what, Lorenzo? 
Loy. Whether you do deſerve that Fate, or no? 
Alb. You dare not think 1 do. 
Lor. You know I dare 
All honeſt things: But you, my Lord! are touch'd. 
Alb, You are indiſpos d, I'll leave you, Sir. [Exit, 
. Farewell, —- 


It muſt be ſo, elſe why alone? Why here 


Alone? And at this Midnight Hour? When none 

But deſperate Wretches wandring to their Fates 

Venture abroad, uncall'd. But then Erminia ! 

Damn her, ſhe fins beyond a Curſe! and Hell, 

All Hell muſt do her Juſtice. Not allow 

A minute for the changing of the Scene ! 

She wept}! By Heav'n, I ſaw her faithleſs Tears, 

Ard thought I ſaw Alphonſo in ber 72 
and Luſt 

Were bawding for Alberto in her Heart! 


Oh Woman! Woman! 


Dear damn d deceitful Sex! Tis my own Fault, 


If after this I fall into thy Snare. 


Enter Alphonſo. 

Alph. Lorenzo! Welcome as the Hopes of Peace, 
Thy Preſence brings to my divided Soul! ; 
O take me to thy Arms, and let me hide 
Theſe guilty Bluſhes, that at ſight of thee 
Start, and confeſs the Weakneſs of thy Friend. 

Lor. What Weakneſs! ſpeak, Alphonſo. 

Alph. Wou'dſt thou think it? | 
Since laſt we parted, I have wandred on 
Through the dark ſournies of the deſart Night ; 
My ridden Thoughts hagg'd with oppreſſing Fears, 
That ſunk my Spirits to the depths of Hell: 

And eyer as I went, Erminia ſtood, | | 
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Like a tormenting Conſcience in my way, 
To keep me waking to the ſenſe of Pain. 
Loy. Tis ſcarce an Hqur ſince we parted. 
Alph. Oh! the Wretched count by Years: By Heav'n, 
my Friend, a WV | 
Were I to live thoſe Minutes o'er again, 
The Horrors that attend on waking Guilt 
Would ſeize upon my Thoughts, and hurry 'em 
Into the wildneſs of a mad Deſpair. _ ! 
Lor. Deſpair, and Guilt, and Horror Theſe are fit 
Companions for the Damn'd; the Murderer, 
In his laſt Death-bed Agoaies, hears ſuch Sounds, 
To ſummon him to everlaſting Woe: | 
My Friend knows no ſuch Crimes. 
Alph. Lorenzo! Oh Erminia ! 
Lor. Well. 
 Alph. Inſtruct my Weakneſs here, 
How to begin, what I ſhall ſay to move her, 
How to confeſs my ſelf enough her Slave. 
Lor. You rave, Althonſo. 
Ash. Oh to thee I do! 
But didſt thou know what tis to bear about thee 
A Heart ſubdu'd, devoted to Deſires, 
Which, fierce as the firſt Appetite of Youth, 
Drive violently to the Goal of Love: 
That would iaform thee better. 
Loy. I cannot gueſs what you reſolve on 
Alph. On my Happineſs. 
Lorenzo, like a waſteful Prodi 
J have long ſpent in Folly, from my Store; 
But there is yet behind a — Eſtate; 
The Promiſe of etcrnal Joys to come, 
In = Ermmia's Arms, where I will run, 
And love in Quiet all my Life away. 
Lor. Tis well reſolv'd. 
Alph. My Heart muſt bear me Witneſs 
With what Unwillingneſs 1 entertain'd 
Thoſe Fears that -4 ta theſe Monſters in my Soul; 
Then judge me all the World, and thou my Friend, 
With what a ſtart, and eagerneſs of Joy, | 
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I meet that Peace, that miniſters a Cure. 

Loy. You mean Ermimia ! 

Alph. I do: My Wife. 

Lor. Is there ſuch healing Virtue in a Wife? 

Alph. Oh ſhe's the kind Phyſician of my Thoughts. 

Lor. Nay then, I ask-your Pardon: Faith Alphonſe, 

T thought a Wife, like other Remedies, 
By often Application might grow ſtale, 
And lye a worthleſs Drugg upon our Hands. 

Alph. Lorenz), thou art alter d in thy Thoughts. 

Lor. Men are not ſtill the ſame: Our Appetites 
Are various, and inconſtant as the Moon, 

That never ſhines with the fame Face again; 
Tis Nature's Curſe never to be reſoly'd; 
Buſie to Day, in the purſuit of what 
To-Morrow's elder Jargwent may deſpiſe. 

Alph. Theſe are the mouldy Morals of the Dead. 

Lor. That ſpeak the Living plan: Art thou the ſame? 
Art thou not alter'd from = 2. laſt I ſaw thee? 

The Here ftrutting in thy pageant Pride: 
Swell d with thy Wrongs, and burſting with Reſentment ? 

Alph. Ha! 

Lor. Go, you would yet be more her Slave. 

Alph. What mean theſe Words? 

Lor. Your Tongue can beſt explain 
The Dictates of your Heart: But now you ſaid 
You wiſh'd you to be enough her Slave; 

I think twas ſo. 

Alph. It was by Heav'n! 

_ ay Fai | 
I thought a Husband needed not that Prayer. 

Alph. Vare merry Friend! 

Lor. Would thou would'ft be fo too 
And learn to think no farther of the Sex 
Than for thy Eaſe and Pleaſure. 

Alph. Still in Riddles! 

Lor. To- Morrow will unfold em: I muſt leave you; 
But Friend, the Night's far ſpent, Erminia too 
Can live till Morn without you. 

Alph. Say ſt thou Friend? 
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Lor. To Night you mult not ſee her, ( 
Alph. Not fee her? 
= there is ſomething in thy Thoughts 
AltpP. Lorenzo, 15 in 5 
pe I hope the's Honeſt. 


Thou dar'ſt not truſt me with 
Loy. O —— 
Alph. How di ; Meſſage? 
2 Faith, Alphonſo, 
If I may count her Sorrow by her Tears, 
She very hardly bore it: For ſhe wept, — 
Had _ 9 in her — 7 
En to e 'd t burning Devil þ 5 
222 Then I am fatisfy'd. 
Lor. Indeed! 
Alph. Again! 
Where vo thou drive my Doubts? If thou-wouldſt 
ve 
Me think thee ſtill the ſame, my Friend, and honeſt, 
Inform me of thy Thoughts. 
Tor. Then thou art wrong d. 
Alph. That's the Diſeaſe! and know 
The poiſonous Scorpion that has made the Wound, 
Has Virtue in its Blood to work a Cure: 
The Man, my Friend, the Villain that hath dane it! 
Lor. There I muſt be excus'd! 
Alph. Not tell me? 
The Honour of thy Friend gd! and thou 
Conceal the Villain from a juſt Revenge? 
Tor. Not now! another time. 
Alph. This —— Outſide- art may paſs 
Upon the World, where Intereſt is a Friendſhip, 
But is deſpis d and ſcorn'd by nobler Souls. 
Lor. You know me better; and I thought, Alphonſo, 
My Virtue had been try'd, and found ſufficient 
To juſtifie our Honours to the World; 
You might have truſted me with yours till Morn : 
To-Morrow we ſhall meet on better Terms; 
Farewell. | [ Exit. 
Alth. I was to blame: I know him honeſt: 
And know his Thoughts are labouring for my Peace! 
| Yet 


- —— o 
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Yet why he ſhould conceal the Villain's Name 
Confounds me. Hold! if it ſhould prove the Duke! 
Confuſion! all my Spirits take th' Alarm! 

Forward to do me noble Juſtice there. 

Tis fo——1 know it now—— Lorenzo too, 

Divided in his Thoughts, betwixt his Friend, 

And Maſter, comes half-hearted to my Cauſe, 

*Till Fame report my Vengeance to the World. 

Who's there? | 1 
Enter Rogero. 

Rog. Who's there, Sir? Why may be I am here Sir! 
may be I am not here! what's that to any Man, Sir? 

Alph. Nothing at all, Friend. 

Rog. Here's a Rogue for you now, a fine embroider'd 
— 2 that would ſcrape Acquaintance for fear of a 

ating. 7 
hs, This Fellow may be of uſe. 

Rog. Friend, you ſay, y are very Welcome, Sir; but as 
I take it, I never ſaw you in my Life before. | 

Alth. Then down with it for a Secret. 

Rog. What? 

Alb. That an old Man may be wiſer than his Beard: 
Mum, not a Word of this, as you hope for Inſtruction. 

Rog. III keep your Council. | 

Alph. Wilt thou, my old Lad! thou ſhalt never wear 
Spectacles more then: Haſt thou heard no News of late}? 

Rog. No Tidings of thy Wits! God help thee. 

Alb. Why then 1 ll tell thee, the Duke — 

Rog. What of him? 

Alph. Why who would think it now ? 

Rog. Think! what! 

Alph. That when the Devil's in the Head; the Breeches 
ſhou'd be honeſt. 

Rog. What's this to the Duke? 

Alth. Excuſe me there: There's a Method in State- 
Affairs, which we Politicians amble in to the end of our 
Diſcourſe; now, Sir, if you will mortifie the vehemence 
of your Deſire, with the Phlegm of your Diſcretion, and 
attend with Patience, much may be done, and fo I may 
come in order to what relates to the Duke. 


Rog, 


he 
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Rog. Very well, well. 

Alph. Bu, Sir. 'twill not be very well; when y'have 
heard it all. | 

Rog. Pray, Sir, go on. 

Alph. You know the Duke. 

Rog. I think I have ſome Reaſon. 

Alph. You know him well. 

Rog. Not well enough to lie with him. 

Alph, *Tis enough you know him. ; 

Rog. Know him! ah God kelp thee, and the quantity 
of thy Brains, by thy impertinent Catechiſm. 

Alph. Why then old Truepenny, the Duke is now moſt 
violently in Labour. 

Rog. In Labour! alas, I am in pain for thee. 

Alph. And by an Act of State, this very Day 
We are oblig'd, as all good Subjects ought, 

To bring by Turns our Wives and Daughters in 

As the beſt means of bringing him to Bed. 

How the poor Fools, I warrant you, will ſtrive who 
firſt ſhall lay him. 

Rog. How, my Daughter to be a Midwife at fifteen! 
God 1a' me, ſhe is not come to the Criſs-croſs-row ot 
her Profeſſion yet. 

Alph. Haſt thou a Daughter? Home, quickly home 
then : Lock up thy Doors; let her not ſee the Day; 
let her not draw the open Air; for if there be a Pore 
unbarr'd about her, the bawdy Devil will get in, and then, 
Good-morrow Grandfather. 

Rog. Gad, and it may be fo, who can tell, ha! come 
Sir, tis late; if you'll along with me, you'll finda hearty 
Welcome, and poor Fare. . 

Alph, I thank you, Sir, I'll follow you: This Diſgaiſe 
Of Folly may conceal me for a Night; 

And my Revenge to-Morrow ſets me right, [ Exeunt. 


* 


SCENE 
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SCENE charger to Alphonſo's Houſe. 
Erminia fitting, 


Enter Lorenzo and Clara, 

Lor. Your Lady not a-bed? 

Clar. Alas, in Tears | 
She has ſpent the Night, remov'd from Comfort here, 
And from all Eyes, ſhe mourns the Hours away. 

Loy. My Viſit may diſturb her more. 

Clar. be ſays you are always Welcome. 

Lor. She riſes: I will venture on, and ſpare 
Your farther Service. [Exit Clara. 
How is it with you, Madam? [To Erminia. 

Erm. As with one, | : 

Who, wandring over a wide, barren Waſte, 
Views the laft Circles of the finking Sun, 

Then gazing round, quite deſtitute of Hope, 
Forſaken and forlorn, fits ſighing down, 

To mix with Night, and entertain Deſpair : 
You are that friendly Traveller, whom Chance 
Has this way brought, to guide me ſafely Home; 
O lend ſome charitable Succour to me, 

And let me ſtray no-farther from my Joys! 

Lor. There's ſueh an Angel Innocence appears, 
And pleads her Cauſe i'th* Front of all her Crimes, 
That if 1 look upon her, I muſt think 
That tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be damn'd. 

Erm. my Hand of Heay'n has reach'd my Crimes; and 

why! | 
Oh why ſboud 1 complain? Yet I muſt own, 
When I reflect upon Alphonſo's Loſs! 
Oh when I think on that, my poor Heart ſwells, 
Beats in my Breaſt, and riſes at its Wrongs, 
Diſputes the juſtice of the Courts above, 
And thinks my Puniſhment outweighs my Crimes. 
Cor. She'll talk me from the Credit of my Senſe, 
If ſne goes on! 
Em. Oh had wiſe Heav'a deſign'd 


Is 
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To prove my Virtue this way; I had ſtood | 
Firm as the Foot of Reſolution, 
And weary'd out the Trial of a Saint! 
Afflictions of all kinds, the Loſs of Friends, 
The Shame of Poverty, the Hand of Want, 
Diſeaſes, Infamy; all, all together 
Drive me far off the Comforts of this World; 
But my Alphonſo! Oh I cannot think 
Of Life without him. Heav'n has made us one, 
Nor ſhall the Malice of our Fate divide us. 

Lor. It was Alberto, for I was awake: 
Death! I'll believe my Eyes in ſpight of Hell. 

Erm. Lorenzo; you, nay you and Heay'n muſt do 
A Juſtice here, and witneſs to my Truth. © 

Lor. What does ſhe drive at now? 

Erm. How I have ever liv d, and always will, 
(Tho' baniſht from his Sight, and Bed for ever 
His truly loving and obedient Wife. 

Lor. Indeed a moſt obedient, loving Wife! 

Erm. Alas! Lorenzo! I have loſt in him 
All that this World calls happy; and may Peace 
Be ſtill a Stranger to my Thoughts, if I 
Can gueſs a Cauſe. 

Lor. Indeed! is't poſſible? 

Erm. This in this awful Poſture, I invoke. 
Heav'n, Earth and Men to evidence my Truth: 
May Comfort never find me, if my Heart 
Eer ſent a Wiſh to any other Man: 
If when my Eyes have wander'd, they have fix: 
On any other Object of Deſire. 
Then why? Oh why am I thus hardly us'd? 

Lor. In Tears! away! ſend Sorrow tothe Grave: 
Let the ſtale, dry-bon'd Matron wiſh'and weep 
Her Wrinkles full, at the ſad Memory . 
Of thoſe dear Joys, that never muſt return: 
Oh think on that; there is the Wretchedneſs 
That ſadly Sighs, Youth is not always ours. 
That Beauty that invites all Eyes, and now 
Charms every Heart, in favour of your Cauſe, 
(When Time ſhall ſink his Furrows on your Checks) 
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Will paſs neglected; therefore be advis d, 
And do not laviſh out thoſe Charms in Tears, 
That are a Debt to Love. 

Erm. Alas! my Charms 
Are uſeleſs now: The Power that firſt made 
And conjur'd theſe faint Beauties into Charms, 
Withdraws his Influence; my lov'd Alphonſo — 

Lor. No more of him. 

Erm. No more of my Alphonſo ! 

Is he not mine? my Husband! 

Lor. Therefore no more of him: What Woman, when 
Her Youth boils up, and wantons in her Veins, 

When her hot panting Pulſe beats to the Joy, 

And the thin Blood ſprings forward to be gone, 
What Woman then would quench a generous Flame, 
In an unactive, heavy Husband's Arms, 

That tires and jades your Expectation 

In the firſt Stretch of Love, then dully falls 

To his old Trot, and drudges out the Courſe? 

Erm. I do not underſtand you. 

Loy. Well, no more 
Of the dull Subject; is't not ſo? 

Erm. Lorenzo —— 

Lor. True, Madam: And to leave you without Cauſe, 
As you fay, Madam, without Cauſe, (and ſure 
You are the beſt Judge of ſuch a Caule ) 
Was barbarous, and did deſerve that Fate. 

Erm. Alas! what Fate? 

Lor. Come, come: I know the Sex; 
And know there is a Spirit in the Blood 
Of all you marry'd Women, that ne'er fails 
Solliciting your Thoughts to a Conſent, 
Of forking out your Vengeance on the Brows 
Of the forgiving, thoughtleſs Fools at home. 

Erm, Our Sex may merit Cen{ure: But I hope, 
My Lord, you tliink ſome honeſt, 

Lor. I believe 
Pride may do much to keep the Body ſafe, 

Or fear of vent'ring upon Joys unknown : 
But ſhe who once has taſted of the Sweets, 
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(If honeſt to the Love of Truth) muſt own 
A Reliſh ſtill remaining of the Joy, 
That plays upon the Pallat, invites 
A youthful Appetite ro taſte again: 
Bur when it comes to that, * Cravings grow 
latemperate, not to be ſatisfy d. 
Oh for the Brawn! the Back of Hercules ! 
With all the three Nights Sweat, his Father Fove 
Spent in Alcmene's Service, but to try 
It that could ſatisfie a Lady's Longing, 
Em. Alas! there is ſome Meaning in your Wards | 
I do not apprehend: But yet I fear, | 
Lor. I know thou doft: The Devil, that taught thee Sin; 
And train'd thee to Perfection in thy Trade, 
Now leaves thee to the Conſcience of thy Crimes. 
Erm. Alas! what Crimes! Am I ſuſpected then? 
Lor. No. Prov'd, Confirm'd, Recorded in my Brain. 
And J will think thee over twice à Day, 
To warn me of the Dangers of thy Sex. 
Suſpected! Oh Hypocriſie of Hell! 
Tho' thy feign'd Tears have ſeal d Alphonſo's Eyes, 
With a fond Faith of thee, thy Truth and Love; 
Thou couldſt not groſly think, that all the World 
Look'd with dull Eyes, thro' an _——_ upon thee. 
But 'tis the Spight and Policy of Hell, 
Firſt to ſeduce, and tempt into the Sin, 
And then betray us to the — and Shame. 
Erm. O! I had dy'd contented with the Loſs 
Of my lov'd Lord — 
Lor. Think, think on him! 
Erm. O he is never abſent from my Thoughts. 
Lor. Think what a Creature he would make of thee, 
Did he but barely guels at what I know. 
m. What is t you — : 
Lor. Away, away, vile Woman ![ She follows him weeping. 
How her Eyes ſtream ! Tho' they — prophga'd 
The Sanctity, and pious Uſe of Tears; 
Yet now in pity to thy Soul, if they | 
Weep Penitence, for Mercy on thy Sins, 
May they ſtill flow, and waſh thy Stains away. 
Vol. I. G But 


And dreading the Eyent, tan in, and 
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But thou haſt forc'd me from my Faith, and left 
Me hoodwink'd, blindly ſtumbling upon Doubts 


Of thee, and all thy Sex: Therefore away, 


Leave me! be gone, thou Woman. 
Erm. Yes, I w.ll 


To Death, or Baniſhment: But I have vow'd 
"Never to quit this Hold, till you conſent 


To hear me 
Lor. Hear you! Say I ſhould Conſent; 


What can you ſay? nay, if you ſhould ſpeak Truth 
(Which certainly you wo'not) and confeſs 
The Circumſtances, how you learn'd the Trade, 
The Time and Place, the Clients you have had; 
Nay, and how often they have fee'd you too: 
"What Comfort can this bring? Can this atone 
For that foul Mark of Shame, that Cuſtom brands, 
For Womens Sins, on their wrong'd Husbands Brows? 
Erm. Heav'n knows how I am injur'd! 
Lor. And Heav'n knows 
How glad my Heart would be to find you ſo: 


But laſt Night. Think of that. 


Erm. Alas! I do; 
My Grief will keep it ever in my Mind. | 
But what? what of laſt Night? 

Lor. Was it well ſpent ? 

Erm. In Tears and Sorrow for —— 

Lor. The Diſappoiatment 
Your lewd Adulterer, Alberto, met with. 

Erm. O Guard of Innocence 

Lor. Nay, to deny it, 

With Curſe: minted in the Mouth of Hell, 
May add to thy Damnation — but not clear 
Thee from the living Proofs, theſe Eyes have given me. 
Laſt Night I ſaw him, 
Erm. How ? where? 
Lor. Like a Thief, 
I faw him ſteal away from out your Hou, 
And had rewarded then his Treachery, 
But conſcientious Clara, ſcoutiog round, 


_ 


J 
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Erm. What? 
Has the been practiſing my Ruin too? 
What has ſhe ſaid ? 1 ſee the Snares are ſet, 
And Innocence is doom'd to fall a Prey 
To the mad Cenſure of licentious Tongues: 
Bat I defie the worſt: What has ſhe ſaid? 
Lor. Who, Madam? truſty Clara? nothing ſhe. _ 
Erm. Then ſend for her, and wrack her for the Truth; 
She has a Woman's Weakneſs in her Soul, ; 
That cannot look upon the Face of Death, 
Without a Fear that will diſcover all. 
Lor. Ha! if Guilty, why ſhould ſhe invite 
This Trial, that would her Falſhood plain? 
Erm. If then you find me foul; if ſhe but hint 
A doubt of Folly, in my Courſe of Life, 
Laſt Night, or any time, the way you mean, 
= the 
I'll 
Think you the holy Prieſt that offers up 
My Blood, to ſatisfie my injur d Lord. 
Lor. I know not what to think. 
Erm. Alas, my Lord! 
I know you have condemn'd me in your Thoughts, 
And I muſt own, 
The Circumſtance ſhews guilty on my Side. 
Lor. His entring of your Houſe — 
Erm.* At Midnight too | 
Lor. Muft come, no doubt, from ſome Encouragement. 
Erm. Alas, I only know my Innocence! 
Lor. Well, I am fatisfy'd foul Play's delign'd, 
And Clara deals the Cards to cheat us all. 
Erm. If that were prov'd —— 
Lor. I ſpeak not yet of Proof; 
But when ſhe ſaw Alberto join'd with me, 
She ſtarted, with Confuſion in her Looks, 
As fearing a Diſcovery. 
Erm. Indeed! | 
Tor. Let her not know what I have utter d to you, 
Fer much depends on that, 


G 2 Erm 


Hope of m eternal Soul, 4 
bow me to the Juſtice of your Sword; g 
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Erm. Oh Heay'n protect the Innocent, and bring 
Theſe Midnight Treacheries to open Day ! 

Lor. All ſhall be well again; as yet your Lord 
Is ignorant of what is paſt; nor durſt 
I truſt his Temper, leſt his Violence 
Might urge him on ſome deſperate Attempt, 
To ruin all: But, Madam, when he hears 
From me the Story of your injur'd Truth, 
Swift as a Lover's Wiſh, expect him here: 
"Tis he muſt prove my Advocate, and plead 
A Pardon for the Faults my Tongue has made. n 

Erm. A Pardon! Oh may Heuy'n in Thunder 
A general Pardon to the ſinning World, 
That every Heart may feel what mine does now ; 
Alphonſo comes; like Nature's God, he ſhows 
In a May-morning thro' the golden Boughs, 
Crown'd with the bluſhing Beauties of the Spring, 
Whilſt Creatures of all Kinds their Tributes bring; 5 
And Birds untaught, his joyful Welcome ſing. 

And all my paſt Misfortunes did but prove 
The Purgatory to this Heav n of Love. [Exit, 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


Enter Alphonſo diſguis d, with Rogero. 


Rog. 8 IR, Imuſt leave you awhile. 
Alph. With all my Heart. 
Rog. How, Sir, with all your Heart? Why then perhaps 
you don't care for my Company. 
Alph. O moſt infinite! , Sir, as naturally 25 a Woman 
loves a Fiddle and a Fool: I ſhan't Dance till you return 


Again. 

Rog. Why, Sir, you don't take me for a Fool or a 
* ? * HY 
Alph. Still you are in the wrong: But that's the com- 
mon Infirmity of long Beards, Heay'n and a Barber may 

mend all. 
Rog. 
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Rog. A delicate witty Fellow this: I love him dearly, 
dearly well by Fupiter: But tis an ill- natur d Toad: A 
Pox of his Ill- nature: But your great Wits muſt have a 
reliſh that way: But as I was ſaying, I muſt leave you. 

Alph. Your Pleaſure, Sir. ; 

Rog. My Pleaſure, Sir; no, Sir, tis not my Pleaſure ; 
why what a plaguy, teſty, troubleſome, quarrelſome Pup- 
Py tis.— U de.] Perhaps twould pleaſe me better 
to ſtay here! 

Alph. O Buſineſs muſt be obey'd. 

Rog. Say'ſt thou ſo? 

Alth. By all means. | 

Rog. 1 gad, and thou'rt i'th'-right on't again. But I 
ſhall ſuddenly return. 

Alph. The ſooner the better. p hi | 

Rog. By Futiter, it goes againſt my Conſcience to part 
— 125 * for't * I muſt leave thee. 

Alph. Art thou, my old Lad? 

Rog. Heartily ſorry. 

Alph. An Onion will expreſs it at your Eyes. 

For me, tho" I ſhall be a Loſer by your Abſence, 
The Thought on't moves not much. 

Rog. Not move you! Why, Sir, are you not ſorry for 
my Abſence? 

Alph. Not at all. 

Rog. You are not ſorry then ? 

Alph. Not I. There's a Philoſophical Cataplaſm in my 
Grandmother's Diſpenſatory, exceeds a Plantane-Leaf for 
a broken Shin. | 

Rog. Ay, may be ſo. But what of that? 

Alph. Why that ſerves me well h upon theſe Oc- 
calions.---- Patience! Sir, Patience! Eyery Man has his 
liking. — But I prefer Patience to a Poſt-horſe. 

Rog. Patience is a Virtue indeed. 

Alph. © ever in a mad Dog! 

Rog. Why in a mad Dog pray ? 

Alph. Hypocrifie, that over-rules the World, 

Will have it fo; things are not what they ſeem! 
Go to the Pulpits, there you'll hear of Patience : 
But if you think to find it in the Church, 
G 3 You'll 


\ 
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May tempt him from his Followers to the Grove, 
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You'll loſe your Labour: Mark the Clergies Looks, 
And you would ſwear that every Prieſt ingroſt 
That Virtue to himſelf; when, to ſpeak Truth, 
'Tis not their Faſting, Watching, or their Prayers, 
But Envy at the next fat Benefice, 

That pines 'em into Ghoſts : Nay, Fools themſelves 
Are not contented with their Lot; for I 

My ſelf would be a Knave, if I knew how 

To ſet the Mill a going. — 

Reg. An —_ Fellow this! Gad I love and honour 
him, for preaching againſt the Prieſts: I warrant him a 
Man of Parts, and of my own Religion: But you'll par- 
don me, I muſt away—— But, Sir, as I was ſaying, you 
may be very private here; nothing will diſturb your Me- 
ditations, till I ſee you again. 

Alph. 1 thank your Care! 

Rog. Your Servant. 

Alph. Your Servant, Sir. — [Exit Rog. 
This muſt be that Rogero, whom my Friend 
So oft has ſpoke of: Well, he knows me not, 

Nor my Deſign: But thinks my few poor Brains 
Lie —_— the Dominion of the Moon, 

And this Diſguiſe appears the Livery 

My Folly wears, as ſhe grows to the Full, 

I muſt not ſtir abroad betore my Hour, 

*Tis yet too early for the Duke; at Nine, 

Thin follow'd in the Belvidere, he takes 

His Morning Walk: The Pleaſure of the Shade 


And there I'll meet him, and make Vengeance ſure, 

I hear ſome coming this way: It may be this old Man's 

Daughter, I've heard much of her, and would know 

her, x [ Retires. 
Enter Juliana and Angelline. 

Ang. You come moſt luckily: But I muſt bluſh 
That, what the Obedience of a Child ſhould hide, 
I muſt reveal, a Parent's Sin and Shame, - 

Ful. Is ſhe ſtill obſtinate! 

Ang. Inflexible, 

Not to be moy'd by Virtue or by Love, 


Jul. 
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Ful. When comes Alberto here? 1 
Ang. Too well 1 know my Mother's Diligence 
Will rake th' advantage of my Father's Abſence, 
And give him this Occaſion. 

Ful. And I know ; 
There's an intemperate Devil in his Blood, 
That never ſlips an Opportunity by 
Where Virtue may. be bought, or Woman ruin d. 
Ang. Is there no way to ſcape him? 


ur Jul. Ves, a fair one, 

45 What I have fatisfy'd you in before; 

da Becoming well our Sexes Charity, 
* To a weak Woman's Wrongs; tis what you may, 
m0 Without a Stain of Honour, undertake, | 


| To free your ſeif, and gave me an Occaſion 
To oblige the Man 1 love, perhaps reclaim him. 

f Mother within.) Angelline! Why Child? 
. Ang. My Mother calls. 

I have not time to hear your Story out, 
But I am half inſtructed; pray withdraw | 
And prompt upon Occaſion. Juliana withdraws... 

Euter Mother. : 

Moth. O! Have I found thee? Thou ſeeſt Child, a Mo- 
ther's Love attends upon thee always. 1 

Ang. I thank you for your Care. 

Moth. Ay, Angeline! I am a careful Mother, up early, 
and down late, contriving for thy Good, how to make 
thee a Woman, Child, | 8 ö 

Ang. A few Years, Forſooth, will bring that about, 
without —＋ your Reſt for't. | 1 

Moth. Tis a forward Age indeed: I. my ſelf was not 
; very backward in my Youth, no Novice at thy Years: 
Fifteen was an Age of Information with me, that when 
my Heart panted, and my Eye was pleas'd, could tell me 
what I wanted without an Interpreter: But Angellize ! 

Ang. Forſooth. 

a Moth. 1 would make a happy Woman of thee Child! 
4 and to that Purpoſe I have ſent to my Lord Alberto! 
Ang. How, Mother? He has no Buſineſs here. 


f G 4 Jul. 
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Jul. But I ſhall find him an Imployment if he comes, 
FAfede. 

Meth. No Buſineſs here! away! I ſee your Ignorance; 
and twill become you to be inſtructed by me, for I have 
run thro the Experience of many Years: I have made 
fhrewd Obſervations in my Time, Mankind has been my 
Study, and I warrant you twould do your Heart good to 
hear me read a Lecture on _ Part about em; I'm 
Critical in every Point, a nice Diſtinguiſher of the ſeveral 
Ages, Statures, and Diſpoſitions of Men, nay the Colour 
of their Eyes and Hair cannot eſcape me.—— And for 
the true performing Complexion——1I will live and die 
in the Perſuaſion of Dark-brown. £ 

Ful. Nothing in Commendation of a long Noſe? [ Aſide. 

Ang. You are very knowing, Mother. 

Moth. And thou ſhalt learn: I have provided thee a 
Maſter that will inſtruct thee, and in that eaſie Method, 
thou wilt wiſh ſtill to be task'd with Leſſons of his Loye. 

Ang. Indeed I fain would learn, but yet I fear. 

Moth. Fear nothing, Angelline: Fear nothing: What! 
let the worſt come to the worft, a Man's but a Man, and 
a Fiddle for Favour. I think I hear him within. 

Ang. But, Mother, I ſhall ſo bluſh! I cannot think of 
ſhewing him my Face ——I muſt be vyeil'd. 

Moth. Well, well; the buſineſs of your Face is over: 

There's ſomething elſe can entertain a Lover. Exit. 
Ang. You may appear, Juliana. I have urg'd this Buſi- 
neſs to a Quariel, and you muſt bear the brunt on't. 

Ful. J am preparing for the Incounter—— This Veil 
wansforms mè to Angeline: But yet —— 

Ang. Why do you hgh? 

Jul. Tis pity to deceive him. 

Ang. What if 1 took this Buſineſs on my ſelf? 

Jul. Not for the World, Angelline —— 
But if I were a Maid again —— 

Ane. You would not venture. 

Ful. Indeed I ought not, but I feel I ſhould 

Ang. You wou'd be wiler. 

Jul. Only while he pleas d. | 

Ang. I hear em coming. To your Poſture. 


Ful. 
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Ful. Farewel. 
Ang. Adieu. Angelline retires, and Juliana flands 
veil d in Angelline's place. 
Euter Alberto and Mother. 

Alb. At laſt the tedious date of Hopes and Fears 
Is at an end, and ſhe is all my own. | 
O let my Arms thus preſs thee to my Heart, 

That labours with the Longings of my Love, | 
Struggles, and heaves, and fain would out to meet thee. 
But why this Veil? Why doſt thou hide thy Face? 

Not anſwer me? | 

Meth, Alas! poor Child! I warrant you her Thoughts. 
run all another way. Speak to him, Angeline. 

Alb. She turns away. 

Meth. No, no, my Lord! ſhe's only confounded with. 
her Paſſion. Child, one Word to fave thy Mother's Life. 
[To Angel.] —— She ſays, [To Alber.] ſhe's ſo mightily. 
confounded, ſhe knows not what to fay. Alas! you, 
know Maids muſt have their Fits of Modeſty ; beſides at 
preſent you may better ſpare her Tongue, you will have 
talking Time enough hereafter. 

Alb. O you inſtruct me, Mother. 
Moth. This way, this way, my Lord! Now, Child, but 
ſhew thy ſelf thy Mother's Daughter. You will be gen- 
tle to her at the firſt: Bate but a little of your Lordſhip's 
ne She's young and tender, and cannot bear, alas! 

what we can bear! 

Alb. She points me to the Door, 

Moth. And chides your ſtay. Away, my Lord, away. 

[Exit Alberto with Juliana, the Mother following 
Angelline comes forth. 

Ang. Thus far I'm ſafe: But how to ſecure my ſelf for 
the future, from his Importunities, and my Mother's unna- 
tural Office — I am yet to learn. It I ſhould tell my 
Father, he is raſh, and may do ſome Violence to my 
Mother. And tho? ſhe has put off a Parent's Love, I can- 
not the Obedience of a Child. 1 muſt not be ſeen; here's 
a Door open, [l in, and hide my {elf till the Buſineſs 
be overs. [ Goes in to Alphonſo. 


Gs Euter 
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Enter Rogero. 

God forgive me I've ſtaid too long from the 
Gentleman. But his Underſtanding is none of the wiſeſt 
And he'll excuſe me without a Compliment. —— I 
think I hear him. —— Well, he's a Companion for an 
Emperor. 

Alberto returns with Juliana. 
Alb. O Angelline! It is impoſſible to ſay bow much 1 
love thee, 8 f 
Rog. Mercy upon me! my Ange ith Alberto ! 
[fide 
Alb, The Extaſie ſtil! triumphs in my Heart, 
My very Thought's ſo full of Love, and thee, 
That Words want Meaning to expreſs my Joy. 
That Extaſie! what does he mean now? 
But III be with him, and his Extaſie. | 
Alb. Give me thy Bluſhes Throw away that Veil, 
That darkens Sight, and feaſt my longing Eyes: | 
Come! ſhew me, — ha! [Sees Rog. 
Rog. Yes! ſhe can ſhew, my Lord. 
Alb. Rogero here! | 
Kog. And it ſeems you 8 the Show : But before 
ou and I part, you ſhall or your Peeping. 
F Alb. Now Ta, * iſt ! * 
Rogero, thou ſee ſt I make bold in thy Abſence. | 
Rog. For which in your Preſence, and in the Preſence 
of all the World, I will make bold to cut your Throat. 
s. What doſt thou mean, Man? 
' Rog. Nay, if you are thereabouts: What do you mean 
by your Extaſies? is my Daughter an Interpreter for 
_ hard Words? but, if you be for your Extaſies, I'll 
taſie you, with a Pox at the end on't. e 
Alb. Your Daughter! your Daughter may in time 
Rog. Here's a Dog. Here's a Rogue for you. — But 
draw Sir, dravy. 
Ful. If I ſtay, I ſhall be diſcovered ; I'll &en ſneak off 
wich what I have got, and be thankful. | 
Rog. You Gentlewoman! Whither away fo faſt? if 
jou dance you muſt pay the Fidler. 


Alb. 
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Alb. Would I were fairly rid of this old Fellow. I have 
no ſtomach to murder the Father, when the Daughter 
has made me ſo handſome an Entertainment already 
Regen, I won't fight with thee, prithee put up thy 
Sword, 

Rog. Then will I Cage thee, and raiſe an Eſtate at Six- 
pence a piece by ſhewing thee thro all Italy for a Mahu- 
metan Whoremaſter as thou art. 

Alb. Come, come, you trifle time. ——I muſt go by. 

Rog. This is your Way. 

Alb. Nay, then! $523: [ Draws.. 

Rog. With all my Heart. But firſt, Thou moſt intem- 
perate Placket-Monger ! I here declare, for the Service 
you have done me in my Daughter there——1 will lye 
with your whole Family, from your great Grandam, do 

ou ſee, down to her fourth Generation in Leading- 
ings I'll do't, Sir, I'll do't. But come, Sir. Have 
at you, Sir. | | 

Alb, Think but a little. 

Rog. Tis to no more purpoſe. I won't, Sir, I won't. 

Alb, | would not kill thee. 

[Rogero preſſes Alberto, Lorenzo enters between en. 

Alb. So! now I can fairly make my Retreat. Fare- 
wel, Sir. | 

Rog. Lorenzo! my Lord. Why don't you ſee there, 
my Daughter there? why ſhe has — 

Lor. What, art thou mad? 

Rog. And ſhall he carry it off thus? 

Alb. Ay, ay, ay. Tis fo. He's perfectly diſtracted. 
He foams already at the Mouth. | I Erie. 

Lor. What of thy Daughter, Man? 

Rog. O nothing, nothing at all my Lord. But I 
ſhall neyer have ſuch an Opportunity again. But come 
hither Miſtreſs of mine: Thou moſt abominable Angel- 
line! Come and confeſs — Nay, nay, off with your 
Veil, and appear in the true likeneſs of a Strumper, 
and — . FPrlls off her Veil. 
Lor. Why this is not Angelline. 
Rog, Not my Daughter! | 
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Lor. No. | 

Rog. By Fupiter, I am glad on't with all my Heart. 

Ful. alt Tine a — Creature , 

Rog. Ay, ay. Any thing with all my Soul, Madam. 

Jul. Betray'd by the Injuſtice of my Fate, 

And a believing Woman's Eaſineſs, 
To the ſure Ruin of Alberto's Love. . 

Rog. Love, Madam. What ſhould a young Lady 
but Love? 7 

Jul. How I came here, and by what Accident 
He call'd me Angelline, your Daughter can inform you. 

Rog. No Body doubts it, Madam. | 

Ful. Pray be not angry. 

/ Rog. I was never better pleas'd in my Life, never ſince 
I was born, Madam. 

Jul. IJ hope, Sir, you'll the eaſier pardon me. 

Rog. Pardon! why, IIl come upon my Knees to you. 
But 1'!] never forgive my ſelf, never, Madam: For com- 
ing in like an old Fumbling Coxcemb, fo unſeaſonably to 
ſpoil Sport: If you had ſaid but the leaſt word to me, I 
would haye held the Door in a civil way, and been 
thankful for the Office. FS. 

Lor. What turn Pimp, Rogero? | 

Rog. In the humour I am in, I could Pimp, Lie, hold 
the Door, or do any thing for any Body —— But, my 
Lord, I am glad you're come. The findſt tleman — 

Lor. Where? . 

Rog. Here in the next Room. He's ſomewhat Philo- 
ſophically given, and hates Company, eſpecially Womens 
Company; for which Reaſon I am the eaſiery inclin d 
to entertain him in my Family. 

Enter Alphonſo and Angelline. 
Oh here he comes; he's a great Scholar, and a very wiſe 
Man. 
Lor. Is not that Angelline with him 3 | 

Rog. Ay. Tis ſo indeed —-*Tis Angelline. | 

Loy. If his Wiſdom hath found the Phileſopher's Stone 
in your Houſe, you are certainly a made Man. 4 

Rog. If my Daughter has, I am ſure ſhe's made a 
Woman. » 

Ter. 


— — 


—— ——— 
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Alph. What I have heard, and you confirm me in, 
Shall turn to your Advantage, do not doubt me. 


Rog. Sir. | [Goes 70 Alph. | 


Alph. I am glad you are return d 

Lor. Sure I ſhould know that Voice, 

Alph. 1 have diſcovered here — 

Rog. Ay, ſo have I, a Raſcal. 

45 Ha! Lorenzo there! then to my beſt Diſguiſe 


Aſide. 


Rog. You're for the Philoſopher's Stone as I take it ; 1s 


my Daughter turn'd Chymift? does ſhe club with you 


in the Experiment? 
Lor. Or are you a Tutor to inſtruct her in the Liberal 


Arts? 
Rog. Of whoring I believe, and I will as liberally re- 


ward him for his Pains. ; 
Ful. Oh hold! for Heav'n's ſake hold, and hear me; I 
may redeem you from this Error. 
Rog. Tis to no more purpole. 
Lor. 'Tis ſome Miſtake, and you muſt hear her. 
Rog. Nay, if I muſt, and it be but a Miſtake, 
4. IF be dif his Diſgui 
. I iſcover me in this Diſguiſe * 
Ho dal! ſtand it! or how anſwer him 
To all thoſe Queſtions, that his Doubts will raiſe ? 
If he ſuſpe& my Purpoſe: Why, what then? 
Tho' his Suſpicions fed upon the Truth, 
And his clear Eye in ſpreading Characters 
Read here upon my Ferehead my Deſigns, 
He- knows I would go on. : [ Aſede. 
Lor. This has indeed the Face of Likelihood. 


Rog. Of Truth it ſelf: *Tis impoſſible it ſhould be o- 
therwiſe 


Lor. Rogero! I would be 1 

Rog. Not with my Daughter? 

Lor. No, no: With this Gentleman. | 
With all my Heart. I'll examine this Buſine% 


with, Tho? I believe the Philoſopher is no better than 


he ſhould be. 
Lo, Tü pals my Word or him. Ex. Rog Ang and al 


6 


* 
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Alph. I thank you, Sir, and take my Leave. ; | 
[Going to the Door, ſtarts and turns, 
Lor. Alphonſo ! 


Alph. Ha! I am diſcovered ! Well, Alphonſo then. 
Lor. You ſtart, and ſeem diſorder d. 

Alph. Not at all. 

Lor. I am glad on't. 

Alph. Glad of what, Lorenzo! _ 

Lor. Glad to find thee firm and conſtant te thy ſelf, 

To find thee ſtill the Man I ever lov'd; 

Juſt, Valiant, Honeſt, Loyal, and my Friend! 

Alph. O J am nothing, when not thine, thy Friend. 
Loy. I know thou art my Friend: And therefore 1 

Am glad to find thee and thy Mind at Peace; 

Thy Thoughts all clear, as Cryſtal Currents ſtream, 

In wanton Play courſing each other down, 

From the fair Fountain of an honeſt Soul. | 
Alph. I never thought him troubleſome till now. [4/ide. 
Loy. Tis ſo: But I will caſt beyond him yet. 

 Alph. Would I were rid of him. 
Lor. Alphonſo ! 
Alph. Ha 
- Loy. All is not well within, Friend! 
Alph. Never better. | 
Toy. Come, come, in vain you ſtifle a Concern 


| That moſt appears, when you would hide it moſt, 


Alph. Concern! Prithee no more, I know of none. 
Lor. This Seeming may acquit you to the World, 
But not to me: Be ſatisfy d, I know you. | 
Alph. Why, then you know me, and be ſatisfy'd. 
Tor. Tho I have grounds ſufficient for my Doubts, 
I would not raſhly entertain a Thought 
That thou wouldit uſe falſe Dealing with thy Friend ! 
Alph. This is unkindly urg'd! I 
Lor. Then anſwer me, 4 - 
Why this Diſguiſe, and I not know the Cauſe ? | 
Alph. O Friend! no more of that: There is a Cauſc, - 
And I would haye thee think, when I conceal 
My ſelf from thee, that then (if poſſible) 
1 would for ever hide me from my ſelf, 


And all the World, Loy, 


ms, 
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Lor. May I not know that Cauſe? 
Po I'm ill at eaſe 
reſent, moſt unhappy in my Thoughts; 

Vn for many Words: When 8 we meet —— 

_ When = we meet! Alphonſo, have a Care. 

Alph. Of what, Lorenzo? 

Lor. Come! 'tis poorly done 
To trifle with your Friend. And let me tell u 

Alph. Nay, if you grow warm; Farewel. 

Lor. You go not hence. 

Alph. How! 

Lor. Till am better known to your Deſigns. 

Alph. Away, no more of this. 

Loy. Then be advis'd. 

Alph. Laſt Night, you may remember, I was left 
Under the hard Oppreſſion o ws Doubts ; 

And left by you in my extreameſt Need, 
When only you could fatisfie my Thoughts, 
And yet 1 7 uektion's not. 

Lor. My Buſineſs then 
Was yours, your Peace of Mind. 

Alph. So mine is now! 

Lor. I'll give you Reaſons why I then conceal'd it. 

Alph. My Reaſons you ſhall have hereafter, 

Why mine is now conceal'd. { Gary, 

Loy, Nay, then 'tis plain; | 
And mark me what J ay, you ſha'not gg. 

Alph. How ! ſha'not 

Lor. By Heay'n you a 

Alph. Who ſhall 1 my Way? 

Loy. Sir, you may 
The Knowledge dear, to > bring i it to the Proof. 

Alph. Prithee forbear: This may be dangerous. 

Lor. Falſe Friendſhip's always fo. 

Alph. Yet that Friendſhip, 

Falſe as it is, inſtructs me how to bear! 

Lor. Yes, you can bear, now you can calmly bear; 
But 'tis with the ſame Cunning, that the Walt | 
Puts Tameneſs on, to abuſe the Shepherd's Care: 

But I ſhall watch you for the Duke —— 


4555. 
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Alph. The Duke? 


What of the Duke? 


Lor. No more of him: Alphonſo, 
Take but a Minute's Patience, and I will 
Diſcover to your Ear 
Alph. Am I not wrong'd? 
Lor. You are. 
Atph. No matter then for more Diſcoveries. 
Lor. And you would be reveng'd? 
Alph. Reveng d! I will, 
By Heav'n, I will be to the full. 
Lor. And may, 
You may, with ſafety, would you hear me out. 
Alph. Words are the Crutches, which tame Cowards uſe 
To halt upon, in any brave Defign : 
I am reſolv'd; and may the Husband's Curſe ' 
Light here upon my Forehead, for the Boys 
To find me out by, as I paſs along, 
The commecn Scorn, and Jeſt of . Fools, 
When I deſiſt from my reſolv d Revenge. 
Lor. Deſiſt! No Friend, I come not now to preach 
A Sufferance to thee; but to be imploy'd, 
To ſhare thy Fortune, and aſſiſt thy Cauſe! 
Alph. Doſt thou join with me? then Idraw my Sword, 
Secure, and confident of my Revenge: 
Tho he were great as the 2 Ceſar was, 
High ſeated in the Empire of the World, 
With Nations waiting round him for his Guard, 
He went to nothing. All his Glories here 
Should meet their Fate, and fall before my Fury. 
Loy. Be temperate. 
Alph. Now let the Tyrant boaſt; 
Pride his vain Thoughts, and triumph in his I; 


| Grow riotous, and wanton in the Spoils 
Of the fair Fame of noble Families; 


And let his Bawds, that are abroad for Prey, 
Fatten his Luſt with freſh Variety, 

And wrack him on the Fury of Deſire, 
That I may take him in the Hour of Hell, 
And ſeal Damnation to him in his Blocd. 
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Lor. on this is all a Mad-man's Rage. 
Will you yet hear me? | 
Alph. There's ſuch an Inſpiration of Revenge, 
within my Breaſt, 
That I could ftand an idle Looker-on, 
Tamely behold his Bawdy Miniſters , 
Diſh up my Wife again to his hot Youth. 
And > As my Siſter, for his ſecond Courſe; 3 
Rather than miſs my Time. But this is Talk: 
Now for the Duke. - 
Lor. Nay, then, I can no more. | 
Alph. Why doſt thou draw thy Sword? 
Loy. To kill thee. 
Alph. How ! is this thy Friendſhip! 
Loy, Yes. The higheſt Proof! 
If thou art fond of Death, fall nobly here; 
Not like a Villain, by the Hangman's Hands. 
Stir not a this way, for by the Life 
Of my Soul, I mean my Words. 
Alph. You dare not mean em. 
Loy. Do not prove my Daring, 
. Nay then — Dil engaging 
Yet I am ray Is this a Friend, Lorenzo? | 
Lor. Yes! a juſt one, 
A Friend to thee, thy Honour, and thy Name. 
A Friend, that does deſerve a nobler Uſage. 
 Alph. I know thou doſt deſerve what can merit: 
Bear with my Weakneſs; I have been to blame: 
But pardon me, and uſe me like a Friend. 
Lor. As I have always done, and ever will. 
Alph. Then tell me which way I muſt ſteer my Courſe. 
Thou would'ft not have me ſpend a ſordid Life 
In a tame Fellowſhip with my Diſgrace? 
Lor. Nor would J have our generous Duke 
Fall violently under thy Revenge, | 
When Juſtice calls it on Alberto's Life. 
Alph. Alberto! 
Lor. Yes. I ſpeak on Certainty, 
On my own Senſe: And therefore came to find you, 
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Had you been temperate, had ſooner known it. 
ph. Thou haſt redeem d my Soul from ſuch a Sin, 
As only, an abandon'd Conſcience, leagu'd | 
With Hell, could have found out to damn me. Oh! 
My Soul's Preſerver, how ſhall I repay thee? 
What ſhall I ay? oh there is yet behind 
The Quiet, or the Torment of my Life; 
J dare not ask thee; but if ſhe be | wa 
Lor. Thy Wife, thy much- wrong'd Wife, is innocent! 
I've proy'd and found her Innocence. 
Alph. No more. 
Loy. Yes. I have promis'd you ſhall ſee her. 
Alph. See her, my Friend! why, is ſhe Innocent ? 
O let the Tongues of Angels tune that word, 
When they ſpeak Comfort to deſpairing Souls: 
For there are Charms in ev'ry Letter there: 
The very Winds in filent Reverence, 
Mutt liſten to the Muſick of that Sound, 
And bear about the Accents of my Joy. 
Lor. Come! you delay. 
Alph. J had forgot my ſelf. wo 
J thought I only dream d of Happineſs: 
And fear d te wake to Wretchedneſs again. 
But lead me to her: O I do confeſs 
I am to blame: Now, when my ſparing Fate 
Hardly allows me a few happy Hours, 
To trifle out my Minutes idly here; 
When Love invites me with his ſofteſt Charms, 
To improve my Joys in my Erminia's Arms, 
Enter Erminia. 
Erm. Who calls upon Erminia ! 
Loy. See, your Wite, 
Impatient of her Longings, comes her ſelf 
To meet your Steps, and bleſs you on your Way. 
Alph. My Wife, Lorenzo! 
Erm. O 'tis Heav'n to hear, 
On any Terms, that dear loy'd Voice again: 
Though my Misfortunes ever muſt deſpair 
Of any Comfort from thoſe Lips: Vet ſpeak, 
Or if you will be gentler to my Prayers, {Kneek-. 
| - Se 
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Speak kindly to me, ſpeak as you were wont; 

With thoſe undoing Charms upon your Tongue; 

That have ſo often trembled to my Soul, 

In the ſoft Rapture of proteſting Joys! | 
Lor. Can you hear this yet ſee her on her Knees? 
Alph. Alas! I am unworthy, do thou raiſe her; 

And tell her, Friend, the guilty Memory, 

How I have wrong'd her Innocence, turns my Brain. 

And fixes me a ſenſeleſs Statue here. 

Erm. Then I will ruſh upon you with my Charms, 

Break thro' the Bars of Modeſty and Form, 

To your Aſſiſtance: Thus to fold you in, 

And with my Paſſion warm you'into Life! 

My Love! my Soul! | 
Alph. My Being! all that Heav'n, 

From the deep Councils of Eternity, F 

Could have ſent down in Bleſſings on Mankind 

To ſweeten Life, and beautifie the World. 

Lor. Why this is as it ſhould be! 

Alph. O my Friend! 

How is my Peace indebted to thy Care ? 

And how, Erminia, how ſhall I reward 

Thy Virtue? How intreat thee to forget 

Thy Wrongs ? 

Erm. I know of none. 
Alph. Their Memory! 
Erm, I have no Thought, but of my inſtant Joy, 

Of Love, and thee. 

Alph. Thou art too good for Man 
But thy Example ſhall inſtru&t my Love, 
And make me worthy of thee. 

Erm. O for this! 

May the recorded Perjuries of Men, 

Ne'er meet a Faith in our believing Sex! 

To injure the {ſwift Progreſs of their Joys: 

Men are all Truth, all Conſtancy, all Love! 

And they who do traduce their Virtues, wreng 

Their Conſciences: But yet it does belong 

To ch envious Old, { to inſtruct the Young, 
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Alph. And for thy fake, may lining Virgins find 
Their Lovers juſt, as thy Alphonſo's kind. | 

Erm And you, who hear the Story of our Lives, 
May you have all ſuch Husbands —— 

Alph. And ſuch Wives. Exeunt. 


— 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Rogero, Angelline and Juliana. 


Reg. W ELL! well, I am ſatisfy'd. I love Reaſon, and 

am eaſily perſwaded in the way of Reaſon, or 

ſo: Alittle of it goes tway with me; and when once 

I find it, why the Diſpute's at an end. I give it over, 

I am ſilent, not a Word, not a Syllable, Mum for me! 

mg Indeed you have heard the Truth of what I 
now. 

Ful. Nothing has been omitted. 

Rog: Why very well — You ſee I am fatisfy'd. 

But how the World may be miſtaken in a Philoſopher ! 
Angellme! Come hither. Come, I muſt take you to Task 
a little upon the Point, or ſo. Nay, look thy natural Fa- 
ther in the Face, Child. Why this ſame Alphonſo looks 
like a vigorous Rogue upon occaſion : He had thee alone, 
that he had: Prithee how did he behave himſelf? Ha! 
what I warrant you, he kiſs'd you. F 

Ang. No, indeed! | 

Rog. What did he not kiſs you? Put you to the Squeak, 
or ſo; tickle you, tumble YOU ——Or— 

Ang. No, Sir, nothing of all theſe. 

Rog. Why, what a Pox, neither kiſs, tickle or tumble, 
fumble or mumble you? What, did he not offer you a 
Teſtimony of his Manhood, Child ? 

Ang. I do not underſtand you! 

Rog. Nay, no Bluſhes for the matter! a Man may do 
that in a civil way to ſhew his Breeding, Child: That he 
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erg 3 
Rog. Ay, and be whipt thro! the Guts too for his Pains, 
Madam. | 

Ful. J hope not fo. | 

Rog. Nay, I ſhould be ſorry for't: That's the truth 
on't: But I heard Alphonſo talk ſomething ſuſpiciouſly 
that way. | 

Jul. 6 Sir, if you have Pity for Misfortune, 

Fly, and prevent this Miſchief : I have told you 
The Cal of theſe Miſtakes. Clara, and I 
Have been to blame: But he is innocent. : 

Rog. Nay, 1 am eaſily mol.ify'd : I love an honeſt 
Whoremaſter with all my Heart, that I do; and as far as 
old Roger will go, by Fupiter, it ſhall be at his Service. 
But we muſt make that we muſt—— [Exeunt. 


SCENE charges to Alphonſo's Hoxſe. 


Enter Alphonſo and Erminia. 


Alph. You know my Purpoſe: Therefore be advis'd, 
And manage this any. with your beſt Art; 8 
I know your Letter ſoon will bring him here; 

*Twill Conjure him, from his cool honeft Thoughts, 
Into the warmer Circle of your Arms. 

Erm. Alas! what means this Preparation ? 

Alph. Ha! 

What means that Queſtion now? Is this a Time? 

Erm. If am doubted! . 

Alph. If I were a Man, 

Or any thing, but a fond Woman's Fool, 

A Husband, Death! you durſt net trifle thus! 
Why will you drive my Nature to extreams? 
Would you not have me fatisfy'd? 

Erm. I would. 

Alph. This is the only way. 

Erm. I fear th Event. 

Alph. Th' Event, of what? What is that you fear? 
Have you a Cauſe of Fear? 


Erm, 
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Erm. I have a near one, a 
Dear as my Peace, and far above my. Life; 
Your Safety is the Cauſe of all my Fears. 

Alph. No more----I hear him coming, you receive him 
As I advis'd: You know the reſt —— [ Retires. 


A SONG written by Sir George Etheridge, 


82 how fair Corinna lies, 
Kindly calling with her Eyes: 
In the tender Minute prove her ; 
Shepherd! Why ſo dull a Lover? 
Prithee, why ſo dull a Lover? 


In her Bluſhes fee Shame ; 
Anger t — — wr 
You too coldly entertain her: 
Lay your Pipe a little by; 

If no other Charms you try, | 
Tom will never, never gain her. 


While the happy Minute is, 

| Court her, you may get a Kiſs, 

| May be, Favours that are greater : 

| Leave your Piping, to her fly; 
When the Nymph you love is nigh, 
Is it with a Tune you treat her ? 


- Dull Amintor! fie, Oh! fie: 
Now your Shepherdeſs is nigh ; 
| Can you paſs your Time no better? 


Enter Alberto. 
Alb. So the kind Nymph, diſſolving as ſhe lay, 
Expecting ſigh d, and chid the Shepherd's Stay! 
When-panting to the Joy, he flew, to prove 
; The Immortality of Life and Love. 
1 Erm. I muſt, but know not how to act this Part. 
Alb. Turn not away: I ſee the God of Love 
Is buſie in thy Heart; he ſhoots his Fires 
Through every Pore, and kindles every Vein, 
| 1 5 
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And now he mounts in Bluſhes on thy Cheeks, 
That tell me all, and ſummon on my Joy. 
Say, Madam, is't not ſo 44h 

Erm. Nay, now my Lo X 

Alb. Tow Looks Cafes it: Every Glance declares 
For Love and me; whilſt your hot glowing Eyes, 
Like golden Planets flaming from their Spheres, 
Shine out, and guide me ſafe into your Arms. 

Erm. Why do you talk thus to me? 

Alb. 1 confeſs — to blame, 
When this kind Opportunity informs me, 
There are a Thouſand better Arguments, 
Of more convincing Virtue to prevail, 
Than all the — ſenſeleſs Noiſe, J 
That talking Love can to the Fair. 

Erm. You wrong my Meaning ſtill. 

Alb. I would not wrong it: 
Nor injure you ſo far, to think you can 
Mean otherwiſe: Away, this Modeſty * 
Is the dull Virtue of a Marri ; 
The Idol only of a Husband's ! 

Erm. A Husband ! then my Fit returns again. 
Why did you name him? 

Alb. Nay, the Devil knows. 

Erm, At the leaſt mention of that Word, I ſtart, 
And the remembrance of my Sufferings 
Freezes my Blood, and leaves me pale with Fear. 

Alb. There is no danger in a Lover's Arms. 

Erm. But did you know what I have ſuſſer d 

Alb. All, P've heard it all, and know th unlucky Cauſe, 
The Letter that I ſent—— 

Erm. What Letter? 

Alb. That, that fell into Alphonſo's Hands. 

Erm, I've ſeen ane from the Duke. 

Alb, It was from me. 

Erm. Is t poſſible from you? | 

Ab. The Story ſhall imploy an idler Hour, 
And ſatisfie you in each Circumſtance; | 
Why I {ubſcrib'd the Duke to my Deſign. 

Em. 1 dread the Conſequence, 1 
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Alb. You ſee the Straits ve | 
The hazardous Attempts, that ventrous 
Ingages on his way to Happineſs: | 
— theſe are . ao 1 tir d 
The Expectation of 2 miſt's , 
This Golden Birth at Lad my Toil. 
Erm. Forbear, my Lord. 
Alb. Forbear! 
Erm. I muſt not hear you. 
Alb. Why? | 
Erm. Think who I am. 
Alb. I do. 
Erm. Whoſe Wife I am. | 
Alb. For that it matters not: Since you are mine. 
Erm. O unexampled Villany — Aſide. 
Alb. PE . 3 
O! why theſe Scruples now? I thoug Night 
Had yl fy'd all Doubts. A 
Erm. Laſt Night, my Lord? 
Alb. Nay, then I muſt refreſh your Memory 
Erm. This Inſolence is Brutal. 
Alb. Tho' I find 
Your Purpoſe plainly meant to my Abuſe, 


I think the — — of your Deſign, 
Exceeds the peeviſh Follies of gow Sex: 

Alas! we might have parted upon eafier Terms; 
For Faith you wrong me, Madam, if you think 
I came to find out Conſtancy, or preach | 
It to a Woman. I've been your Gueſt indeed, 
Have met a 12 Welcome; and laſt Night, 
That bawdy Night, and honeſt Clara, knows 

I have not ungrateful: So, I leave you 

To the freſh Youth of — next Cuſtomer. 


Enter Alphonſo, with a Piftol. 
2 Thy own Words be thy Sentence 
. How? Betray'd! 


Erm. My Fears are come upon me; O ſome Power 
Diyert this Miſchief! Help, for Heay'n's fake! help. 
Runs out. 


Alth. 
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Alph. No human Help can come between thy Luſts 
And my Revenge: Deſpair, and Curſe thy ſelf. 
Alb. You wo' not murder me? 
Alph. Tis Juſtice now —_ 
That arms againſt thy Crimes, and ftrikes in me: 
Therefore, prepare 
Alb. Yet threw away your odds; 
And do not baſely thus attempt my Life. _ _ 
Alph. That Baſeneſs is your own: For face to face, 
When brave Men ſhew their Actions to the Sun, 
You could not wrong my Honour, or my Name, 
But by baſe Practices, and midnight Arts, 
You found the Weakneſs of a Woman's Guard, 
And there ſurpriz'd me; take the juſt Reward —— 
[The Piſtol not going off — draws his Sword. 
Fortune I thank thee: Thou inſtruct't my Rage. 
Alb, I wiſh no more Advantage. Now come on. 
Alph. This brings thy certain Fate. ü | 
Alb. That's yet to try. —— [ EFgb.. 
Alph. Thy Blood ſhews thou art mortal: Yet unſay 


What thou haſt ſaid. 


Alb. Were Fate within thy Power, 

I'd ſcorn my Life at ſuch a ſordid Price. 

Alph. Then have thy Wiſh: O were the Strumpet here, 
Thar my juſt Sword might join your Bodies cloſe 
As your glew'd Luſts.— This, Villain to thy Heart, 

{ Fight, Alb. falls. 
Thou haſt it there; and ſhe ſhall quickly follow. | 
Going out, juſtles Rogero at the Door. 
| Enter Rogero. 

Rog. Why, what a Pox, here's fine doings indeed! If 
Whoremaſters fall off at this rate, our Women are likely 
to have a comfortable time on't, that's certain; Maiden- 
heads may hang as long as our Medlars do, and mellow 
into Marmalet, that they may. 

Alb. Some Help I hope! | 

Rog. What, 2 are not kill'd then you ſay! Only, 


_ through the Guts or ſo, to cool your L.yer, my 
? | 1 

Alb. The loſs of Blocd has made me faint. 
Vo, I, : H Rog. 
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Rog. Ah! what ſay now to the Conjuration of a Black- 
brow'd Wench? Would not that raiſe you, ha? | 
Alb. Your Arm will do it better. Sir, I thank you! 

Nut if you would be truly Charitable, 
Follow Alphonſo; you may yet prevent him, 
Tho? he has vow'd the Murder of his Wife. 
Rog. Mercy upon us ! why, what a bloody-minded 
Monſter is a Cuckold im Imagination. 
Enter juliana and Angelline. 
Oh: You come in time! here lead him in; nay, no cry- 
ing for the Matter, Madam: He has ſprung a Leak or 
ſo; that's the Truth on't: But lend you but a helping 
Hand, and I warrant him he ferves again, that he 
does —— [ Exit, 
Alb. Fuliam here! I know —_— 
Inſtructs the World to pity the Diſtreſs d, 
But oh! in thee, in thee whom I have wrong'd, 
This Tenderneſs, theſe kind forgiving Tears, 
Shew moſt amazing Goodneſs, far above 
The natural Frailty of a Woman's Love. 
Ful. Abandon'd and forſaken, at my Birth, 
Of every Star, I live an Outcaſt here! 
Doom'd by my ꝑuilty Fate to this curs'd Day 
For thy undoing—— I have been the Cauſe 
Of thy Misfortunes. 
Als. Thou the Cauſe! tho' thou 
Art Truth it ſelf; in this I would prefer 
The Obſtinacy of an Infidel, 
And 'twere leſs Sin, than that injurious Faith. 
Ful. 1 cannot look upon thoſe bleeding Wounds 
Without a Fear that ſinks me. 
Alb. J have none, 
I hope, chat dangerouſly threaten me. 
Ful. Within, my Story ſhall confirm, what I 
Have faid, and ſatisfie your Doubts, 
Alb. I go; 
Gueſſing in vain at what I long to know. [ Exennt. | 
Enter Alphonſo with a Dagger againſt Erminia, | 
_ Nay——'Tis in vain: You ſhould have thought 
before, 8 


No ,- 
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No -W- 


The Mo THER i Faſbion. 147 


Now tis too on 3 * 
Erm. Oh! w dreadful Dagger 
Alph, No flirriag hence: There is no Safety for thee! 
Think, think what thou haſt dane. 
Erm. Alas! your Words 
Speak Terror to me, and I fear yau now ! 
Alph. I know thou dot, 
Erm. O! * — * 
Alph. Not kill thee! why, this Impudence exceeds 
III Sins; and nothing but 
A dead Stupidity, waits on Guilt, 
Could urge that now: Not kill thee! have a Care, 
That Thought that flatters thee into a Hope 
Of Life, betrays thee to Damnation: 
For haſt thou Lives in Number to thy Luſts, 
Not one ſhould ſcape me: No, I d not lend th 
One laſt repenting Hour to fave thy Soul. 
Erm. Yet hold, my Lord — 
Alph. None of Womans Art's, 
To ſoften my love. — 
Erm. Hear me but ſpeak 
Alph. Have I not heard enough? Methinks my Ears 
Are full of Cuckold till; yet I will hear thee; ſay 
On what Foundation canſt thou raiſe a Hope 
Of Mercy? Is't from my Nature's Sufferance? 


A Florentine's Forgiveneſs, thou can'ſt hape; 


Or from the Venial Quality, you Whore, 

Of your Offending. © you Strumpet down! 

Down to your lewd Adulterer— [Going 16 Stab her, 
Enter Lorenzo, who interpoſes aud takes the Dagger. 
Lor. Oh hold, Alphonſo ——Hold! are you a Man? 
Alph. Protett her not: For I have yow'd her Death. 
Lor. Murder your Wife! 
Alph. A Whore, a Whore, Lorenzo! practis d long 

In the hot Exerciſe and Trade of Shame, 

Ripen'd in Sin, and ready to be damn d. 
Lor. This is a Mad man's Rage, to be reſtrain'd 

By force, if you go on. | [ Draws. 
Alph. Nay, then 'tis plain, 

You would maintain her in her Trade? | 

| H 2 Lor. 
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Lor. I will defend her Innocence. 
Alph. Her Innocence 

Or Jam mad. or this will make me ſo; 
Alberto has confeſs'd it, in theſe Ears 
Proclaim'd me. Cuckold. Needs there other proof? 

Lor. Not of his Vanity: But I can bring 
One more convincing of her Innocence. 

 Alph. Words, idle Words. Lorenzo! give me way. 

Loy. It muſt be through my Breaſt, if you come on. 

Alph. Nay, ſince it muſt be fo— 

uft engaging, Erminia throws her ſelf between em. 

Erm. O let me here 
Attone this difference: Let your Fury fall 
Upon my Life, and cut me from my Woes; 
You think me falſe, my Lord; and in that Thought 
Are bury'd all my Hopes: High Heav'n, that knows 
My Boſom'd Soul, muſt witneſs to this Truth; 
Since Love and you no more, no more are mine, 
The Comforts of this Life are mine no more, 
And Death alone can be my Refuge now. 

| Enter Rogero. 

Rog. How's this! Swords drawn upon a Woman : 
Since Wars muſt enſue, I declare for the Subject: Old Ro- 
gero ſtands up for the Property of the Petticoat, that's cer- 
tain: Speak, what ſay you?-----Is't a Battel Royal, or no? 

Alth. Prithee be gone! this is no fooling time. 

Rog. Why very well, now you > ſomething, you've 
fool'd it long enough in Conſcience already ; murder your 
Wife for not making you a Cuckold! By Fupiter, I 
thought the Devil in the Family! | 

Alth. How, that again Rogero? | 

Rog. Nay, Sir, I ſtand to my Word, and over and over ö 
again ſay, that Alberto's an Aſs; as a certain Gentlewo- | 

an within, one Juliana, can teſtifie at large, 

Alth. What doſt thou mean? 

Rog. Mean, Sir? don't you know what I mean? Why 
then, Sir, I'll tell you wind I mean! In the firſt place 1 
mean to be heard. And ſecondly, Tho' it be a little un- 
reaſonable, becauſe I trouble you but ſeldom, J expect to 
to be underſtocd, Sir, that I do: For as I was faying, this 
: Juliana, 
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Juliana, out of a regard to her former Acquaintance with 
Alberto, finding his Deſigns on the Body of your Wife 
there; and my Daughter; has out of a Conſcionable Diſ- 
cretion ſupplied their places, and fobb'd him off with her 
own proper Perſon.— And there's my Meaning out 
now. 

Alth. Why this is wonderful, but tell me how? | 

Rog, How, Sir! may be 1 won't! may be 1 can't tell 

you how! 
I did not hold the Door, or Pimp to the Project; I, 
But there comes a Gentleman can tell you more. 
Enter Alberto, led by Juliana and Angelline, and hey 
Mother. 

Alb. Thy Story, Fuliana, has ſubdu'd 
My wilder Thoughts, and fix'd me only Thine: 

But oh! inſtru me how I ſhall appear 
Before that injur'd Fair, whoſe Innocence 
Too late I find I have unjuſtly wrong'd, 
Beyond a hope of Pardon. 

Alth. Wrong'd, ſaid'ſt thou? 
Wrong'd? Lorenzo! Doſt thou hear him? 
Even he, Alberto! he, who belt can tell 
If fhe be fo, ſays that my Wife is wrong d: 
You talk'd of Innocence; whoſe Innocence? O ſpeak! 
Inform me ſtrait, and ſave me from my Fears. 

5. I muſt confeſs my wild Intemperance 

Urging me on. my buſie Thoughts were all 
ef, and ready for the Spoil 
Of Chaſte Erminia's Virtue. 

Alph. Ha —— What Grounds ? 

On what Encouragement did you proceed ? 
Any from her? 

Alb, O never! all I had . 
Was from my fond perſwading Vanity: 
Till Clara came, 2 me fuller Hopes. 

Alph. Clara! | 

Lor. She has confeſs'd her Treachery ! 

Alph. Impudent damning Whore! 

Tor. Laſt Night, my Lord! 

Lou may remember we met here. 
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Alb. We did. | : 

Lor. Came you abroad ſo late to take the Air? 

Alb. Tvvas Clara ſummon'd me, and I obey d- 

Lor. Eminia was the Feaſt ſhe bid you to! 

Alb. That was the Invitation : But I find 
I ſtand indebted for my Welcome here. {To Juliana; 

Lor. That Clara too confirms, 

Alph. Why does there need | 
A farther Proof? The Circumſtances join 
In full Confent, to clear her to the World. | Goes o Er m. 
O let me thus make ſure of Haypineſs ! 

Thus panting, fold thee in the Arms of Love, 
Till my repenting Thoughts, and ſubdu'd Fears, 
Confeſſing thy Dominion in my Heart, 

Make room to entertain thy Triumph there. 

Rog. Your Servant, my Lord: Here's a ſight Commo- 
dity, a Maidenhead here; it your Appetite be up again: 
We have ſtole Cuſtom, and can afford you a pen'worth. 

Alb, I have paid for that already. 

Lor. Pray explain your ſelf, 

Alb. I bought her of that reyerend Matron there, her 
Mother. 

Rog. Hem! hem! hem. 

Moth. What will become of me? 

Lor. Rogero! J confeſs-I had deſign'd 
Thy Daughter for my Wife! 

Rog. _ all 192 2 

Lor. But ſince ves © 2 virtuous Strain, 
And on the ſurer Side, 1 dare not truſt 
My Honour with her Mother's Infamy. 

Rog. Ay, as you ſay. "Tis that forbids the Bancs,— 
Her Mother there! | 

Lor. There is 714 Cauſe. 

. Here take :B upiter , ſhe's yours. 

— What deſt thou mean 7 X 
| Rog. Only to let you know, that the Prifoner at the 
Bar there, is no Mother of Angelline's; no Matrimenial 
Conſort of mine, but the natural Iniquity of my Youth. 
Lor. Your Whuree ö 


. Rog: 
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Rog. My Concubine, an't ſhall pleaſe you, of ſtarving 
Memory: Whom, when Augelline's Mother dy d, I enter- 
tain'd, for the Reputation of being in Faſhion, and the 
Breeding of my Daughter. ; 

Loy. 1 hopeful Education truly, Sir! 

But now ſhe is my Care! 

Rog. Amen to that, with more Devotion than ever the 
Pariſh-Prieſt ſaid it in his Prayers: Why, I am young a- 
gain, I could caper, fing, come over a Stick, or any thing 
in the Humour I am in. 

Moth. 1 hope you'll pardon me. 

Rog. Why, what did I ſet you up for, but to follow 
our Trade ? I know a Whore runs as naturally into a 
Paws, as a young Man into Letchery and the Pox. 

Alb. Or as an old Man into Impotence, and Law Suits : 
Come, Rogero! You muſt forgive her : You ſee in all Civil 
Governments, Bawds, as well as Lawyers paſt the Exerciſe 
of the Bar, are conſider d for their Experience; and both 
have their Chamber-PraQtice allow'd them, for the Bene- 
fit of the Publick. 

Rog. Nay, then your Servant, Sir! I am fatisfy'd, if the 
Government allows it: And am fatisfy'd 'tis a Civil Go- 
vernment for allowing it. And ſo your Servant again. 

Lor. Our Joys are no compleat. 

Alph. By Heav'n they are 
So purely perfect, nothing ean remain 
Worthy a Wiſh-: You two are all the World. 

Erm. Oh Happineſs of Life, and Innocence! 

Alph. And Innocence is prov'd: Oh there's the thing. 
For tis a Woman's falſeſt, vaineſt Pride, 

To boaſt a Virtue, that has ne er been try'd: 

n equal Folly too theſe Husbands live, 

Who peeviſhly againſt themſelves contrive 

By early Fears, to haſten on the Day; 

For ſealouſie but ſnewos our Wives the Way: 

And if the forked Fortune be our Doom, 

In yain we ſtriye; The Bleſſing will come Home. 
[Exeunt Ones, 
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* OU ſaw our Hife was Chaſte, yet througbly try d, 
I Aud, without Deubt, yare hugely edify'd; 

For, like our Hero, whom we ſhew'd to Day, 

You think no Woman true, but in a Play; | 

4.ove once did make a pretty kind of Show, [ 


| 


Eſficem and Kindneſs in one Breaſt von d grow, 

But 'twas Hearn knows how many Years ago. 

New ſome ſmall Chatt, and Guinea Expectation, 

Gets all the pretty Creatures in the Nation: 

In Comedy your little Selves you meet, 

"Tis Corent-Garden drawn in Bridges-ſtreet. 

Smile on our Author then, if he has ſhown 

A jolly Nut-brown Baſtard of your own. 

Ah! happy you, with Eaſe and with Delight, 

It ho af thoſe Foll es, Poets toil to write! 

The ſweating Muſe does almoſt leave the Chaſe, | 
She puffs, and hardly keeps your Protean Vices pace. | 
Pinch you but in one Vice, away you fly | 
To foie new Frist of Contrariety. | 
You rowl like Snow Balls, gathering as you run, | 
And get ſeven Dev'ls, when diſpoſſeſs'd of one. 

Jour Venus once was a Platonique Deen, | 
Nething of Love beſide the Face was ſeen, B 
But every Inch ef Her you now Uncaſe, | 
And clap a Vizard Maſque upon the Face. 

For Sins like theſe, the zealous of the Land, 

$i ich.little Hair, and little or no Band, | 
Declare how circulatmg Peſtilences | Bu 
Hatch every twenty Years, to ſnap Offences. 

Saturn, even now, takes Doctoral Degrees, 


He'll ds your Work this Summer, without Fees. 


Let ail the Boxes, Phoebus, find thy Grace, 
And, ah, preſerve thy Eighteen-penny Place ! 
* the Pit confounders, let em go, 

And find as little Mercy as they ſhow: 


Th: Attors thus, and thus thy Poets pray; 
Nor every Critick ſav d, then damnſt a Play. 


Sir Antony Love: 
OR, THE 


RAMBLING LADY. 


A | 
COMEDY. | 
| As it was AQed at the 


{| THEATRE ROYAL, 


By their MaJesTIES SERVANTS, 
In the Year 1691. 


Artis ſevere ſi quis amat effefius, 
Mentemque magnis applicat —— 
det primos verſibus annos, 
Maeoniumque bibat falici pectore fontem. 
Petro. Arb. Satyr. pag. 3: 


Printed in the YEAR 1713. 


To my FRIEND 


Tho. SEiptit h, Eſq; 


HERE is that certain Argument 
BE of Poverty in Poetry, that its 
WY Off-pring muſt always be laid 

Nat ſome bodies Door; and in- 
deed, the greateſt Maſter of this 
Art will ſcarce be able to ſup- 
port the Iſſue of his Brain, upon 
the narrow Income of a fingle Reputation, 

From the very Start of my Deſign upon this 
Play, I had a Deſign upon you, like a rich God- 
father, to eaſe the Pariſh of a Charge, and the Pa- 
rent of a Care, in maintaining it. 

You know the Original Sir Antony, and there- 
fore can beſt judge how the Copy is drawn ; 
tho' it won't be to my Advantage to have em 
too narrowly compar'd; her Wit is indeed ini- 
mitable, not to be painted: Yet I muſt ſay, there's 
ſomething in my Draught of her, that carries a 
Reſemblance, and makes up a very tolerable Fi- 
gure: And ſince I have this occaſion of menti- 
oning Mrs. Meontford, I am pleaſed, by way of 
Thanks, to do her that publick Juſtice in Print, 
which ſome of the beſt Judges of theſe Perfor- 
mances, have, in her Praiſe, already done her, 
in publick Places; that they never ſaw any part 
more maſterly play'd : And as I made every Line 
for her, ſhe has mended every Word for me; 
and by a Gaiety and Air, particular to her Acti- 
on, turn'd eyery thing into the Genius of the 


Character. | 
Yon 
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You have here Seven Hundred Lines more in 
the Print, than was upon the Stage, which 1 
Cut out in the apprehenſion- and dread of a long 


Play. 


The Abe's Character languiſhes in the Fifth 
Act for want of the Scene between him and 
Sir Antony, which I plainly ſaw before, but was 
contented to leave a Gap in the Action, and to 
loſe the Advantage of Mr, Lee's Playing (which, 
thro' his Part, that Place only gave him an oe- 
caſion to ſhew) than run the venture of offend- 
ing the Women; not that there is one indecent 
Expreſſion in it; but the over-fine Folk might 
run it into a Deſign I never had in my Head: 
My Meaning was, to expoſe the Vice; and J 
thought it could not be more contemptibly - ex- 
pos'd, than'in the Perſon of a wanton old Man, 
that muſt make ev'n the moſt reaſonable Pleaſure 
ridiculous. 

am gratefully ſenſible of the general Good- 
Nature of the Town to me, which you muſt 
give me leave to value my ſelf upon, ſince 
the Pride proceeds from an Opinion, that 
1 have deſerv'd no otherwiſe from any Man. 
But I muſt make my Boaſt (tho* with the mot 
acknowledging Reſpect) of the Favours from the 
Fair Sex (J * call 'em Favours, and I may 
boaſt of Ladies Favours, when there are ſo ma- 


ny concern'd) in ſo viſibly promoting my Inte- 


reſt, on thoſe Days chiefly (the Third, and the 
Sixth) when I had the tendereſt Relation to the 
Welfare of my Play. I won't from their Encou- 
ragement imagine I am the better Poet, but I will 
for the future, endeavour not to give 'em cauſe 
of repenting ſo ſeaſonable a piece of Good - Na- 
ture; and if can't give em a good Comedy, 1 
won't give *em a very bad one: This has had, 
its Fate, and a very fayourable one, And [ can- 
not 


— 
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not but have the better Eſteem of it, for bringing 
ſo many of my Well-wiſhers together. 


So far for Prefacing, 


Now, Sir, as to my Dedication : I fear my 
Credit in this place, is as little. worth as in 
Lombard. ſtreet; you may take up Mony upon it, 
as ſoon as a Reputation: But the Bleſſing of yo ur 
Fortune lies in having as little need of yo ur 
Friend's Purſe in the City, as your Friend's Praiſe 
in Covent-Garden : They who know you, will 
take you upon your own Word; and they who 
don't, will hardly upon mine. However, this L 
mult ſay, if there be a Quickneſs in the Dialogue 
and Converſation of this Comedy, 1 owe it in a 
great Meaſure to my Familiarity with you ; 
which, in the Freedom of ſeveral Years, has 
giv'n me a thouſand Occaſions of Envy and Ad- 
miration; and at laſt perſwaded me to an Imita- 
tion of what I have heard with ſo much Plea- 
ſure and Pain. I would not flatter a Friend : 
But I have often thought, and ſometimes told. 
you, That were it as much in your Inclination, 
as 'tis in your Power, to write Comedy, no Man 
could better ſucceed in't, becauſe no Man can 
be more naturally defign'd for the Undertaking. 
don't pretend to add any thing to the Cha- 
racter of a Man ſo very well known: If I have 
a Deſign, behind the pleafing my ſelf, in Dedi- 
cating this Play to you, 'tis to ſecure the Eſteem 
of being thought your Friend: As I have the 
Title, 1 defire to continue the Thing; being ve- 
ry much | 


- 


Tour Humble Servant, 


T. SOUTHERNE, 
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s þ HE Ladies have a lonely Summer paſt, 

1 Tn hopes kind Winter would return at laſt. 
The Seaſons change; but Heroes are the ſame, 

¶ Twelve-month running in purſuit of Fame. 
Theirs may be good, but they have ſpoilt our Game. 
Some weak Amends this thin Town might afford, 
If honeſt Gentlemen would heep their Word. 

But your lewd Tunbridge-Scandal that was moving, 
Foretold how ſad a Time would come for Loving. 
Sad Time indeed, when you begin to write: 

'Tis # ſbrewd ſign of wanting Appetite, 

When you forget your ſelves, to think of Wit. 
Whilft thus your Itch is only to beſpatter, 

Tour Cupid is transform'd into a Satyr: 
Nothing of Man about you, all o'er Beaſt; 
Submittmg your chief Pleaſure to your Feſt. 

The time will come (for Ireland falls of Courſe, 
And muſt ſend back her Conquerors, and ours) 
When each of us, our Loſſes to recover, 

Will mend her Fortune in a Soldier-Lover : 
They'll uſe . better much, than you have done, 
Take us in, paſſmg, like an open Town, 

And plunder, do their Buſineſs, and be gone. 


Or if, at leiſure, they lye down to woe, 
They'll rather make us Whores, than call us ſa: 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirale.. 


$ 


Not 


* 


PROLOGUE. 


Not ſend a whiſp'ring Libll thro the Town, 

To blab the Favour out, before tis done ; 
And maul the Ladies only in Lampoon. 

But if they write in a Sententious Strain, 

Two Lines conclude the Travels of their Pen ; 
One, only to know where, and t other, when. 
And we can give a Lover leave to write, 
When all his Bills are to be paid at ſight. 

O! would our peaceful Days were come again; 
Then I might att it, on and off, # Queen. 
When once the Child was turn d into her Teens, | 
You could not find a Maid behind the Scenes. 
But now your keeping Humour ont 4. Door, 
We muft die Maids, or marry to be poor, 
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ACT L SCENE I. 


— 


| Enter Sir Antony Love, and Wait- well follow- 


ing bim. 


Sir ANTONY LOVE, 

ELL, Governor, I think I have At- 
chiev'd, under thy Conduct, as conſi- 
derable a Character, in as ſhorta time 

Wait. Nay, you come on amain. 
CUR Sir n. And, though I fay it, have 
done as much — 

2 Wait. And ſuffer'd as much. 
Str Ant. For the Credit of my Coun- 
try-men, and the Reputation of a Whoremaſter, as the ar- 
_ CR of em all. 

Nai. Youre a pretty Proficient indeed, and ſo perfect- 
ly a& the Cayalier, that cou'd you put on our ve with 

: your 
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your. Breeches, o my Conſcience, you wou d carry all tho 
Women before you. 

Sir Awe. And drive all the Men before me; I am for 
Univerſal Empire, and wou'd not be ſtinted to one Pro- 
vince; I wou'd be fear'd, as well as lov'd : As famous 
for my Aftian with the Men, as far my Paſſion for tho 
Women. 

Wait. You're in the way to't; you change your Men 
as often as you do your Women; and have every Day a 

_ new Miſtreſs, and a new Quarrel. 

Sir Ant. Why, *tis only the Faſhion of the World, that 
gives your Sex a better Title than we have, to the wear- 
ing a Sword; my conſtant Exerciſe with my Fencing- 

| Maſter, and Converſation among Men, who make 
3 little of the Matter, have at laſt not only made me a- 
| droit, but deſpiſe the Danger of a Quarrel too. 

Wait. A Lady-like Reputation, truly. But how prepo- 
ſterouſly Fortune places her Favours, when no Body is 
the better for 'em. 

Sir Ant. Why how now, Governor? 

Wait. She feldom gives a Man an Eſtate, who has ei- 
ther the Conſcience or Youth to enjoy it 

Sir Aut. But he may leave it to one who has. 

Wait. An, honeſt Man might be thankful for half your 
Fortune with the Women. But what Pleaſure can you 
find in following em? 

Sir Ant. The {ame that ſome of the Men find. 

Wait. You can't enjoy 'em. 

Sir Ant. But I may make em ready for thoſe who can. 

Wait. Are there ſuch Sports- men? 

Sir Ant. Very many, who. beat about more for Com- 
pany, than the Pleaſure of the Sport; and if they do ſtart ; 
any thing, are better pleas d with the Acciderus of the { 
Chaſe, the Hedges, and Duches, than the cloſe Purſuit of | 
the Game; | theſe, are ſure never to come in to the 
Quarry. | 

Wait. This is ſo like you now: Why Love ſhou'd be 
your Buſineſs; and you make a Buſineſs of your Love: 

You are young and ha e in Petticoats; yet are con- 
W 
— ramble 
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ramble into the Troubles of ours. In my Opinion, you 
might be better employ d. - 

Sir Aut. I do it to be better employ'd; to recommend 
me to Valentine, for whoſe dear I firſt engagd in 
the Adventure; robb'd my Keeper, that nauſeous Fool 
Golding, of five hundred Pounds, and under thy Difcre- 
tion, came a Collonelling after him here into France. ' 
. _ Why do you loſe Time then? Why don't you tell 

im ſo? 

Sir Ant. Thou wou'dſt have had me, with the true 
Conduct of an Engliſh Miſtreſs, upon the firſt Inclination, 
cloy'd him with my Perſon, without any aſſurance of his 
reliſhing me; enough to raiſe his Appetite to a ſecond 
taſte: No, now I am. fure he likes me; and likes me fo 
well in a Man, he'll love me in a Woman; and let him 
make the Diſcovery if he dares. 

Wait. Let me direct him. | 

Sir Ant. To the Lodgings you ſhall; thoſe 1 fav, and 
Fk'd; they are private convenient, make em ready; 


I tell thee all anon——And do you hear — my Fe- 


male Wardrobe toa muſt be produc'd, my Woman's E- 
N [Wait-well geing.] For as the & of At- 
airs now goes, I'm beſt diſguisd in my own Sex, and 
Cloaths. Hey, I rok ＋ bring me the fifty Pieces I 
{poke of, the five are in good Health yet, Go- 
vernor. | 

Wait. But ficken at that Sound. 

Sir Ant. Valentine and Ilford are difappointed of their 
Bills, and in ſpite of their good Eſtates want Mony; now, 
tho' I lend upon the old Conſideration of berrowing a 
greater Sum, Pieces are convenient. 

Wait. And will be welcome to em at this time —— 

Sir Ant. Moſt certainly ; and take this __ 
Governor; you muſt make Converfation y 

agreeable, 


ſometimes, as well as to preferve a Friendſhip 
with an Engliſhman. 
Euter Valentine and Ilford. 


Val. How's this, Sir Antony? Under the Diſcipline of 
your Goyernor, and his Wiſdom, this Morning? 


Sir 


| 
. 
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Sir Ant, Like a good Chriſtian, Valentine, clearing old 
Accounts, that I may begin a new Score, with a better 
hymns | | | EY 

Tf. Confeſſing, an nting paſt Enormities—— 

Sir Ant. —— the pitch of 5 Piety, Lord; repenting 
only, becauſe they are paſt. | | 

Val. So far you may repent with Honour. 

Sir Ant. Nay, I confeſs my ſelf a Child of this World; 
for at this Moment I have a Hint from my Conſtitution, 
that tells me the Pleaſure of thy Example — 

Val. Thou art above Example, or Imitation 

Sir Ant. Will go near to overthrow the Wiſdom of his 
Precepts; the Morality of thy Beard, Governor — 

IWait. But, Sir, it wou'd be well. 

Sir Ant. It wou'd be better, Sir, thou pitiful Preacher, 
wou'dſt thou but follow thy Pimping; *tis a better Trade, 
and becomes thy Diſcretion as well: You'll find me here- 
abouts [Thrufts out Wait - we l. 

Val. You have compounded for Whoring then, Sir 
Antony! 

Sir Ant. Any thing but Fighting; he has ſwing'd me 
away for my Quarrel Yeſterday i'th' Tennis-Court. 

If. You ceſerv'd to be ſwing'd fort — 

Val. 1 ſhou'd chide you too, though twas upon my Ac- 
count; 

If. To run a Gentleman thro' the Arm, for not wit- 
neſſing all you faid in Commendation of Valentine — 

Val. When he was not ſo much as acquainted with 
my Perſon 

Tf. Was — 

Sir Ant. Something more bold than welcome, I grant 
you; but 1 had not tought, a great while, my Hand was 
in, and I was puſhing at Reputation, For, I Gad, I look 
upon Courage to proceed more from Habit and Practice, 
than any Virtue of the Mind. 

Val. How, how, Sir Antony? There's ſomething in Fa- 
mily ſure —— 
Sir Au. Wooden Legs, in a great many, Valentine. 


. Courage often ruas in a Blood 


Sr 


e 
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Sir Ant. They ſay fo of the Pox, indeed. The Sins of 
the Fathers may run in the Blood ſometimes, and viſit to 
the third and fourth Generation: But their Virtues die 
with the Men. And if the Example and Cuſtom of the 
World (ſupported by good eating and drinking) had not 
infus'd a nobler Spirit into the Blood, than any deriv'd 
from the Father; moſt Men had continu'd like thoſe, 
who ftay with their Fathers; Elder Brothers all; and had 
never offer'd at an Intrigue, above a red Petticoat; or a 
Quarrel, above a Rubber at Cuffs. 

Tf. Tis ſenſibly extravagant, and wild! 

Val. Inimitably new! But how do you to ayoid Drink- 
ing? | F 

2 Ant. Why that avoids me, thanks to the Cuſtom of 
the Country, and the better Diverſions of this Place; not 
but I can arrive at a Bottle too. 

117, If you were in London —— 

Sir Am. There I grant you —— Where the young Fel- 
lows begin the Reputation of their Humour and Wit in 
a Pint Glaſs, carrying em, without intermiſſion of Senſe 
or Jeſt, to the end of the third Bottle; and then thro? 


* 
0 


the publick Places, and Folly of the Town. | 
al. There you would be at a loſs. ID: > 

Sir Ant. | ſhou'd indeed; where they go to Taverns, 
to ſwallow a Drunkenneſs; and then to a Play, to talk 
over their Liquor. 

I. 1 thought that Folly fell off with their Fathers 

Val. The Entertainment of it did indeed. | 

AH Who, as they began it in their Frolick, ſupported it 
in their Wit. | | 

Sir Ant. And fince the Sons are ſo plainly diſinherited 
- the Senſe, they have no Title to the Sins of their Fa- 
thers. | 

Val. Unleſs they kept 'em more in Countenance. 

Tf. Yet they would do ſomething, like their Fathers. 

Val. As an ignorant Player in England, whom I faw 
undertaking to Copy a Maſter Actor of his time, began 
at his Infirmity in 5 Feet; and growing; famous for the 
1mitation of his Gout, he cou'd walk lik: him, when he 
cou'd do nothing elſe like him, | 


Sir 
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Sir Aut. The Gout and the Pox take him fort 

8 all thoſe, 1 ſay, who, only from their Opinion 
of themſelves, are encourag'd to meddle in other Mens 
Matters, without ever bringing any thing about of their 


Str Aut. Ay, thoſe medling Fools, Mord! who are in all 
Places, yet ever out of their way 

. And not only out of their ,n way, but always 
in other Mens 

Sir Ant. And till as ridiculous as -a Fellow of thy Se- 
verity and Reſerve wou'd be in the fantaſtical Figure of a 
Lover. 

M. Whoever has the Woman; you have your Wit, Sir 


Sir Ant. They go together, Sir You'll find it fo, 
Enter a Pilgrim. 

Val. Whom have we here? 
Sir Ant. A broken Brother of Bethlehem, with all his 
Frippery about him ! | 

val. One of that travelling Tribe, without their Cir- 
cumciſion. 

Sir Ant. Of Chriſtian Appellation, a Pilgrim. 

Val. Tis a ſenſeleſs Conftitution of Men ! 

Sir Aut. Who make themſelves Mad, to make the reſt 
of the World Fools, by finding a Faith tor all their Fop- 


peries. 

Val. How can they paſs upon the World? | 

Sir Ant. As other Conſtitutions and Orders of Men, as 
ſenſeleſs, paſs; that are founded too in as much Cozenage 
and Roguery as this can be. | 

Hf. You are an Enemy of Forms, Sir Antony. 

Sir Ant. Oh, Sir, the Virtue of the Habit often covers 
the Vices of the Man: There's Field enough in England 
to find this in, without the Abby-Lands, Gentlemen. 

Hf. Weeds are the general Growth of every Soil. 

Val. How many Fools in the State, and Atheiſts in the 
Church, carry themſelves currant thro? their rega- 
tions and Clients, to great Employ ments; and, being 
 arm'd only with the Authority and Countenance of their 


* 
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Cloathing, ſecure themſelves from the Diſcovery and Cen- 
ſure of Court and Town? Fw 
Sir Ant. Theſe are Diſguiſes, I grant you, worth a ſen- 
ſible Man's putting on; but a Pilgrim's Habit is as ridicu- 
lous as his Pretence; and I wou'd no more wear a Fool's 
Coat, to be thought devout; than be deyout for the fake 


of the Livery. | | 
V. Fools are the Guts of all Bodies, and make the 
Bulk of ini {Exit Pilgrim. 


r 
of the Church, and ſpare the Church for che ſake of our 
Abbe. 

Sir Aut. Who is, indeed, a moſt conſiderable Pillar of 
it, to his own Profit, and our pleaſurable Living in this 
Town. | 

If. He is a Pope in Mompeher, the Head here 

2 And a fit Head he br fuck lnful Members 
as we are. * IRE a 

If We Members! you are a t, Sir tony. 

—— You may Ea h to tell em you are 
one; but I am always of the Religion of the Government 
I am i 

Val. And of the Women you converſe with, Knight. 

Sir Ant. And when I can't convince 'em, I conform. 

If. A very civil Character of a faſhionable Conſcience. 

Val. Of a ſenſible Man, I think: Why muſt your Ca- 
pacity be the Meaſure of another Man's Underſtanding ? 
And all Men be in the Wrong, who don't dance i th 
Circle of your Thoughts? 

Sir Ant. Every Man a Villain, or a Fool, who does not 
{all into your Notion of Things? 

Val. No Opinion ever ſprung out of an Univerſal Con- 
ſent; Truth can no more be comprehended, than Beau- 
ty: We have our ſeveral Reaſons for the one, and Fancies 
for the other, And as Beauty has not the ſame Influence 
upon all Complexions; ſo Reaſon has not the ſame Force 
upon all Underſtandings: We embrace what pleaſes us in 
* our ſelves in à Probability, and gueis out 

reſt. 


Sir 
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Sir Ant. Ilford is one of thoſe Fellows, whom if you 
divide from in one thing, will never cloſe with you in 
-any. Tho' the Abbe and you do differ about the Way 


to Heay'n, you may go to the Devil together, I warrant 


ou. a 
2 Val. However wide we may be from his Opinion of 
_ World, I'm ſure he joins with us in our Opinioa 
'QI this. 

Sir Ant. For my part, 1 — the Man, not his Reli- 
gion; and if he does my Buſineſs in this World, let him 
do his own in the next. 

IF. Nay, Gentlemen, I have as honourable an Opinion 
of the Abbe, as you can have: I know there's nothing to 


be done without him 
Sir Ant. That the Converſation of the beſt Families in 


-Mompelier runs thro? his Reformation 


IF. That ſome of our Fortunes 
Sir Ant. All our Fortunes —— : 
If. Yours particularly with Floreante, at preſent de- 


pending upon his Favour, againſt the Authority of her 


Father — 

Val. And the Quality of my Rival, Count Verole. 

Sir Ant. No Dancings, no Balls, no Maſquerades, in a 
{weet Circle of Society, as it has been, from one Good 


Houſe to another, without his Introduction and Gravity 
to qualifie the Scandal. 


Val. Subſtantial Reaſons for our Reſpect. 
Tf. Weighty Motives all for our Attendance. 
Sir Ant. Are they ſo, Sir? No more of your Proteſtant 


then, if you wou'd not be damn'd for a Heretick, by the 


Women in a Catholick Country. 
Val. We ſhou'd ha' been at our Patron's Levee, Gentle- 


* men. 


Sir Ant. He'll bate us the Ceremony: going to 
viſit him? 

Val. Vou muſt along with us. 

Sir Ant. III follow you. 

Val. You are his Favourite; we are no Body without 
you — 

If. The Support of our In: with him, 
Sir 
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Sir Ant. Buſineſs, Buſineſs, Gentlemen. 

Val. Pox o'your Buſineſs. 

If. 'Twill end in that prithee let him go; a Whore 
I warrant you —— : 

Sir Ant. Mony, Mony, Sir, more Filthy and more 
Common than a Whore; more proſtituted too, to Knaves 
and Fools: Yet my grave Friend, you'll have a ſhare in 
both, or I miſtake your Nature, 

Val. You are anſwer'd. | 

If. Indeed my little Friend is fo far right, Mony, and 
Whore, make one anothers uſe; either is dull alone, 

Enter Pilgrim. 

Val. This Pilgrim here again! 

Sir Ant. He follows us; what would he have? 

Pilg. Your Charity, good Gentlemen. 

Sir Ant. Prithee leave us; there's Charity in my Advice 
to thee, not to loſe thy Labour; beſides, we are Engli 
men; and never think of the Poor out of our owa Pa- 


riſh. | 
Val. Nor there neither, but according to Law, and 
when we cannot help ir. 
IH. Charity is a Free-will-Offering; and we part with 
nothing we can keep, I aſſure you 
Val. Not ſo much as our Sins. 
If. Eſpecially at this time —— 
Sir Ant. Unleſs it be to live upon em. | 
S..... Alas! what pity tis, that Gentlemen ſo much ig 
1— 
Sir Ant. That we ſhall never pay 
Pilg. To Heav'n —— 
Sir Ant. And other Creditors. 
Pilg. Of Youth ſo ſweet, of Form ſo excellent 
Sir Ant. Yos or me, Ilford? Who does he mean? 

Pilg. So finiſh'd, by the great Creator's Hand, I wor- 
ſhip him in thee, [To Sir Antony, 
” As nn — the King's Picture in his Coin 
Val. In of getting by it. Er 

Pilg. You — ſo 

Sir Ant. For a Sinner, 

Pilg. And by Nature's Hand deſignd. 
1 — 


Vor. I. Sir 
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Sir Ant. A Whoremaſter. 

Pilg. You can't want —— 

Sir Am. Women? No, Pilgrim, I ſhan't want em, in 
thy Acquaintance, I'm ſure, 


Pilg. You can't want Grace, the Beauty of the Soul, 
the Accompliſhment of Virtue to the Work: You can't 
want Charity; for Charity is call'd our Gratitude to 

Heav'n —— | | 
TIF. You call it ſo. 

Pilg. You would not be Ungrateful ? 

Sir Ant. I would not be a Fool, nor imagine ſuch an 
Aſs as thou art could ever be Commiſſion d, a' God's 
Name, to collect the Revenues of this World 

Val. Nor to convert (thoſe Deodands of Devotion) the 

blick Charitable Endowmeats, of Bigotted, or Dying 
Fools, to the private Luxury of your own Lazy Tribe. 

TIF. We build no Churches, Pilgrim, nor found Hoſpi- 
tals, but in our own Country; nor there neither, but to 
Father our own Baſtards. 

Sir Ant. Your Mendicant Women-Saints, we allow of 
indeed: All our Charity runs thro' their Devotion. 

Val. Soft little Hands become an Offering, and thoſe 
we often fill, 

Pilg. Are you fo loſt—— 

If. To all that thou can'ſt fay. 

Sir Ant. Thy Godlineſs may Convert others, tho' it 
does nothing upon us. 

Pilg. What can I do for you? 

Sir Ant, Pimp for us. 

Pilg. I will Pray for you. 

Sir Ant. Do't in a Corner alone then, [Thruſts him out.) 
be as Godly as thou wou't by thy ſelf; and leave us to 
our Devotions. a f | 

Pilg.' I may join with you in yours, before I have done 
the Abbe —4 fail me. s _ eine, 

Sir Ant. I have my Hands full, Gentlemen; but my 
Trade is ſettled, my Correſpondence eaſie, my Factors 
employ'd, and my Returns will be quick. 

Val. Pray make em ſo; and come as ſoon as you can 


o us. 
Si 
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Sir Ant. 1 Gail with every Wind, in the Teeth of For- 
tune ſometimes. | 

Val. Have a Care of being bit, Sir Automy. 

Sir Ant. 1 kiſs as cloſe as an older Sinner, Valentine, 1 
warrant you —— Exit Sir Antony. 

1f. You may venture him: He has nothing to loſe, 
that 1 know of, but his Youth; and that wonnot long 
ſupport the Expence of the Life he leads. 

Fal. He loſes no Time, indeed. 

. But miſemploys a great deal, in my Opinion. 

Val. Youth will have its Sallies. 

kf. The Sallies of his Youth will ſooner lead him to 
Repentance and the Pox, than to his Manor of Love- 
dale, as he calls it. 

al. His Manſion-houſe in Gloceſter-ſhire, 

J His Caſtle in the Air, which no Man ever heard 
ot, till he was pleas'd ro fancy, and Chriften it, for the 
Seat oi his Family. 

al. Then you don't believe him a Barronet, of twelve 
hundred Pounds a Year, under Age, and upon an Allow- 
ince tor his Travel, trom his Guardians ? 

HH. | believe he may have been ſome Court Page, 
ipoil'd firſt by che Confidence of his Lady, in knowing 
her Secrets; then coming early into the Iniquity of the 
Town, by the Merit of his Perſon, and Impudence, has 
{!nce made a faſhionable Livelihood out ef Women and 
Vools. 

Val. 1 don't know who he is, or what he has: If he 
be no Knight, he's a pretty Fellow, and that's better : 
And if he has not twelve hundred Pounds a Year, he de- 
'crves it, and does not want it: Which is more than you © 
an ſay of moſt of your Knights, that have that Eftate, 
{'m ſure. | 

Hf. Nay, that I grant you too. ot 

Val, He lives as like a Gentleman, has all things as 
well about him; is as much reſpected by the Men, ar! 
better receiv'd by the Women, Nan any of us. 

Hf. He's a pretty Woman's Man indeed. 

Val. And a merry Man's Man too, Sir; for you muft 
own, he has a great deal of Wit. | 


L's me. 
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. Pretty good Natural Parts, I confeſs ; but a Fool 
has the keeping 'em, no Judgment in the World; and 
what he ſays, comes as much by Chance — 

Val. As Epicuruss World did; Perfect and Uniform, 
without a Deſign. 

I. He flies too much at random to pleaſe any Man 
of Diſcretion. 

Val. There is indeed the Quarrel of twelve Years dif- 
| ference, between thy Diſcretion, and his Wit. He may 
live up te thy Diſcretion, George, but we ſhall neither of 
us arrive at his Wit. | 

IF How long will his Wit ſupport him? 

Val. That muſt be his Care, and not our Buſineſs : I 
never examine any Man's Pockets, that is not trouble- 
{ome to mine. 

Tf. If he be not troubleſome, his Neceſſities may throw 
him upon ſome ſcandalous Action f 

Val. That may require thy Bailing him? 

If. That may reflect upon us. 

Val. O! thou wer't always tender of thy Reputation, 
- when thou wer't to pay for the Scandal, I'll ſay that for 
thee, ford: But if want of Mony be a Crime; Heav'n 
help the Guilty : We are diſappointed of our Bills at pre- 
ſent too. 

If. But we have Letters of Credit, and may uſe em 
upon occaſion. | 

Val. And he has Credit without Letters, which he 
may uſe too, upon Occaſion ; for I am fo far from appre- 
hending he may, that I am reſoly'd he ſhall want nothing 
I can oblige him in, Pocket or Perſon. 

Tf. O! Sir, you need not doubt his giving you an Op- 
portunity of ſhewing your Gallantry in that part of your 
Friendſhip; he'll borrow Mony of you, I warrant you. 

Val. And he ſhall have it, tho' I borrow it for him. 
But, Sir, yeu had not always this ſlight Opinion of Sir 
Antony. | 
TIF. I did not always know him. [Walking off. 

Val. Nor he the Abbe's Neice. 

Hf. 1 found him out but lately, 
Fal. For your Riyal. 
—— It, 


| 
| 
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Tf. His Vanity, Extravagance, and general Pretenſion: - 


to Women, are intolerable —— 

Val. Eſpecially when the gaiety of that Humour is 
likely to get the better of your Formality, in Volanz#'s - 
Eſteem : He is your Rival. 

IF. My Rival! 

Val. And I don't wonder, you don't like him. 

I. He's a general Undertaker, indeed; and in that 
part of his Converſation, is as impertinent to the Women, 
as in other things ke is troubleſome to the Men: So 1 
think it would be our common good Fortune to get rid 
of him. | 


Val. I am not of your Mind: And here he comes to 


cOnv.nce you. 
Enter Sir Antony. 

Sir Aut. Juſt as I left you! you ſcorn to ſtir an Inch 
out of ou Quality, to put your ſelves in the way of For- 
tune, tho' you know her to be blind. 

Val. You meet her at every turn, Sir Antony. 

Sir Ant. She muſt come home to you to be welcome. 

Iif. When do you bring her home? 

sir Aut. But you may be ſullen, and four, domineer, 
threaten your Stewards, and talk loud at a Diſappoint- 


ment; you are in Poſſeſſion, Gentlemen : 


Enter Wait-well with a Purſe. 

My Guardians won't be fo ſerv'd:! My Governor teaches 
me to provide againſt Accidents: What I want of my 
Age, 1 mult ſupply with my Diligence. 
[\ Wait-well gives him the Purſe. 

Vf. And have your Labour for yeur Pains. 

Sir Ant. I can take Pains, Sir, and the Profit of my 
Pains, Sir; fifty Pieces in a Morning, Sir, the Price of 
= Pains, hs give the Lady a Penny-woerth into the 

ain. 

If How! fifty Pieces ? 

Val. From a Woman, Sir Antony ? 

Sir Ant, Nothing, Sir, a Trifle. 

Val. Your Miſtreſs pays like a Widow—— 

Sir Ant. That had loſt her Youth upon a Husband, and 
the hopes of a Jointure—— | 
I 3 Bf 


— m 
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If. And juſt deliver'd, would redeem the Folly of the 


paſt, by the Enjoy ment of what's to come — 


Val. In a ſober Reſolution, of making the Price of her 
Penance, the Purchaſe of her Pleaſure 

Sir Ant. By refunding upon a young Fellow, what ſte 
had wheadled from an old one. 

If. I warrant her old and ugly, by her Penſion. 

Str Aut, She's young enough to be a Maid, handſome 


enough to be a Miſtreſs, cunning enough to be a Wife, 


and rich enough to be a Widow. 

Val. Faith, the. comes down —— 

Sir Ant. Deeper than I can, I aſſure you. 

I. She pays well, I'll ay that for her. 

Sir Ant. And is well—— T1! fay that for her. 

Val. And does every thing well. 

Sir n. You would ſay that for her, Valentine? And 

i that way ſhe is a Widow, I 

promiſe you. | 

If. Take us into your Aſſiſtance. 
| Val. We are Friends, and will ſtand by you. 

If. We are out of Employment that way —— 

Val. And would Journey-work under you. 

Sir Ant. Any thing to be wicked, Gentlemen: But, I- 


ford, thou art honourably in Love, and haſt it too much 


in thy Head, to have it where elſe. Beſides, ſhe's 
ſo much of my Humour, ſhe'll never reliſh thine. 

Val. She muſt not go out of our Family. 

Sir Ant. She's handſome and convenient; as able to 
anſwer all our Wants, as all we are to ſatisfie the Impor- 


tunity of hers. | 


Val, Well; 1 am fatisfy'd, I am her Man. 
Sir Ant. Or any Woman's Man, who wants to be ſa- 


Val. She muſt like me, for being of her Opinion, in 
liking thee. 

Sir Ant. That indeed may do ſomething, and Time may 
bring it about: In fhort, this is the Engliſh Lady you have 


heard me ſpeak of: I allow her the Favour of my Per- 
ſon; and ſhe allows me the Freedom of her Purſe: And 


am glad 1 command it ſo luckily, to anſwer the Occaſi- 
ons of * Friends. . We. 


the 


her 


ſte 


me 
ite, 


nd 


y 
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If. You can command nothing we can have occaſion 


or. 

Val. B ur Pardon, Sir, may be to proud too be 
— 1 12 have occaſion for the” Mony and Woman 
too; io as were ſaying. Sir Antony —— 

| — a —— Ilford ws to him. 

Str Ant. Why, I till ſay a true bred Engliſþ-man is ever 
ont of Humour when he's out of Pocket: He knows no 
more how to want Mony, than how: to borrow it 

Val. And when he does, is as ſurly in borrowing, as 
others are in lending Mony. 

Sir Amt. Tis almoſt as dangerous too, to offer him 
Mony, as to lend Mony to another Man: For he is as 
likely, out of a want of Senſe, to ſuſpect your Courteſie; 
as a Stranger, eut of a want of Honeſty, never to return it. 

Val. That way, indeed, our Countrymen take care, 
2 to think . oblig d: We can be ungrate- 

Sir Ant, And cheat our Benefactors of their good Of- 
fices, by an Ingratitude, almoſt natural to us; and that 
makes a tole amends for our want of the more ſub- 


-lim'd Villanigs of warmer Countries. 


Val. But the Lady, Sir — 

Sir Ant, More of the Lady at leiſure ; in the mean time, 
here are fifty Pieces of hers, to keep up your Fancy: If 
your Occaſions require a greater Sum ſhe ſhall ſupply 

Ou -—— 

Val. And T'll ſupply her. 

Sir Aut. Upon your Bond, for the Payment of the 
whole to her in England —— 

Val. By all means. 

Sir Ant. A blank Bond, becauſe ſhe would not be 
known here. | 

Val. With all my Heart, but won't ſhe take a Gentle- 
man's Word? 

Sir Ant. O yes, when ſhe has his Bond for the Perform- 
ance. When our ſurly Friend is Civil enough to be ob- 
lig d, I have a Twin-Parſe at his Service too. 
| Val. You are very much out of his Fayour of late. 

Sir An. Sq I find: What's * Matter wich the Fool - 

4 Vas, 
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Val. How have you diſfoblig'd him? 

Sir Ant. But he's in Love, and conſequently an Aſs, 

Val. And I believe Jealous of you. a 

Sir Ant. Faith, I'll give him Cauſe. Volante is as fit for 
my Purpoſe of tormenting him that way, as 1 could 
wiſh. Shall we to the Abbe, Gentlemen? 

I. Golding ? an Engliſh-man : 

Serv. So his Servants tell me, Sir. 

If. Juſt come to Town, ſay'ſt thou? a 

Serv. He has not peep'd abroad, fince his comfhg, Sir, 

Hf. Do you know any ſuch Gentleman, Valentine ? 
Pal. I did; a conſiderable Coxcomb of that Name, in 
England; a Knight, Sir Gentle Golding, Sir Antony, you 
may have known him too. | 

Sir Ant. I have heard of him.—If this ſhou'd prove 
my Coxcomb Governor. Aſide, 

Val. But Damn him, he has not Courage enough to 
croſs the Channel. 

Sir Ant. I know he is in France, I heard of him at 
Paris. 

Serv. Faith, Sir, it muſt be the Man —— 

Sir Ant. Whom we muſt manage then. [To Wait-well, 

Val. Why do'ſt think ſo? | 

Serv. Your Deſcription is ſo like him, Sir. 

Val. Why, haſt thou found him out — 

Tf. For his Father's Son, and his Mother's Fool. 

Sir Ant. And our Fool, Gentlemen: If he be a Fool, 
IIl have my Snack of him. 

Serv. There's enough for you all, without wronging 
the Family, as he will quickly convince you. He knows 
you, Sir —— a [To Valentine, 

Val. Then tis the very Fool. 

Serv. And deſigns to wait upon you. | | 
Pal. At his Peril be't: I owe him a Revenge, for Lu- 
cia's fake. | 

Tf. Is this the Spark? 

Val. That bought her of her Aunt —— ü 

Sir Ant. Now for my Character. [To Wait-well. 

Val. When ſhe was yet too young, to judge between 
the Fortune and the Fool, | 


* 


Sir 


for 


VS 
©, 
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Sir Ant. That's ſome Excuſe however. | 
Tf. A little time ſhew'd her, her ſenſeleſs Bargain. 
Val. So I hear. . 
Sir Ant. Which ſhe repenting, gave you the cheaper 
Penny worth of her Perſon: Then was the time 
Val. That I was in France; out of the reach of any o- 
ther Pleaſure, had ſhe delign'd me any, than the bare 
ns ws, that ſhe had found him out, loath'd, and abhorr'd 
im. = 
If. Loathing and Abhorring, are Tokens of Mortiũ- 
cation indeed: But Penance is not enough for ſuch a 


* 
. 


Fault; *tis generally as ſhort liv'd, as the Sin that begot 


it. What marks of Amendment has ſhe ſince given? 

Sir Ant. What marks of Amendment wou'd you have? 

Val. I know nothing of her Amendment. 

Sir Ant. Wou'd you have her ſnivel, like a Girl; more 
afraid of her Mother, than the Sin; and cry, Forgive me 
this _ Slip, FIl do - ws + more — 

Val. Repent u e firſt Intrigue — 

Sir py, — fone, and diſparage the Pleaſure, by 
leaving the Trade. | 

Val. That muſt not be. 

Sir Ant. By no means, Valentine. 

Val. Wou'd you have her already fall off — 

Sir Ant. Become a Civil Perſon —— 

Val. And take up — © | 

If. With ſome body that better deſerves her; that way 
I won'd have her a civil Perſon, and fall off from her 
Fool. . 

Sir Ant. Indeed a Woman never repents of a Fool ſo 
heartily, as in the Arms of a Man of Senſe, 

Val. How Fortune has diſpos'd of her, I know not; 
but I lik'd her once ſo well, I wou'd have her ftill preſerve 
my good Opinion of her Conduct: If ſhe has manag'd 
her Monſter, as he deferv'd, ſhe has made Mony and 
Mirth of him; and me ſome Amends for the loſs of her, 
by — — OLE. 

Sir Ant. If that will e your good Opinion of 
ker, ſhe will contipue it: unn * 

4. 4 N - 
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Hl, as you cou'd defire from Revenge; or the Town 
expect from their Hopes of 2 Libel, 
Val. Then I honour her. 

Sir Ant. She has robb'd him of five hundred Pounds, 
run away from him; and ſo expos'd him, that he has 
been the common Rhyming Theam, the Hackney Pega- 
fas for the puny Poets to ſet out upon, in their vaſt Am- 
bition of arriving at a Lampoon. | 

If. And that perhaps has ſent him into France. 
Val. Well, I will have her Knighted. 
Kagief Of what Order? A Knight Errant, or an Errant 
t? 
Val. A Knight Errant, of thy Order, ſhe muſt be. 
Wait. That ſhe is already. U 
Val. And thee a Right Honourable, for thy News. 
Sir Ant. You may d upon it. 

ul. If ever J light on her, 1] thank her for this Ju- 
ſtice to us all. 

Hf. Golding may tell us more of her. 

Fal. So he may; you, Sir, wait at our Lodgings for 
him, and direct him to the Abbe's, if he cones! [To 4 
Servant] We'll laugh at him, if we do nothing more. 

Sir Ant. But he and I muſt clear another ſcore. ¶ Exe. 


ACT n. SCENE I. 
SCENE a Garden, 


Count Canaile, and the Abbe. 


Can. becher. you may forget your felt, and your 
Rank, zs much as you pleaſe, in our Neice 
Volante: I have nothing to do with her, but to wiſh her 


well. 
- Abb. "Tis very well. | | 
': Can, You arc her Guardian: Her Perſon, ber Fortune, 


| 


5 8 Aud her Conduſt are in Care, 


A. Il take Care of em. 


Can, 
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Can. You muſt anſwer for em. 

Abb. 1 will anſwer for em. 

Can. But my Daughters are under Government ; 
and whilſt they are, they muſt, nay do nothing to 
— 1 — noth diſhonour 

They will do ing to di you. 6 

Can. Ill — it out of tbel Povrer, had they a mind 
to't. 

Abb. They ha? no ſach Mind. f 

Can. That's more than 1 can tell, from the Liberties 
you give theſe Engliſh men in our Family 

Abb, They are Gentlemen. 

Can, I pry a Danger, tho you won't. 

Abb. Pugh, pugh, there is no Danger. 

Can. Tl prevent it, if there were. 

Abb. All Men of Fortune, in their Country. 

Can. They are not Men of Quality. Wou'd Count 7. 
role were come. [Walking about: 

Abb. Don't do fo raſh a thing. 

Can. I'll rid my ſelf of all my Fears at once; diſpoſe: 
my youngeſt Daughter in a Nunnery, and inſtantly mar- 
ry Flortante —— | , 

Abb. To make her more miſerable. 

Can. Suitable to 4 Birth. Ann 

Abb. To a Fool, the worſt of Fools; a , Opini« 
onated, obſtinate, crooked-temper'd, jealous · pated Fool, 

Can. If he were fo, that Fool's a Count; and the Count 
makes amends for the Fool. | « 

Abd. Then he is welcome ¶ Count Verole enters 1 
em.] Virtue created firſt Nobility ; but in our | 
Ignorance. Nobility makes Virtue. 

Ver. What ſays the Abbe? 

Can. Sir, you are moſt welcome, 

Ver, 1 ſhall be glad to fing it from, the Man I fo muck 
honour —— [Exennt Ver. and Canaile.. 

Abb. For his Title, that's all this Ecllow thinks worth 
honouring. Hang 'em, they make me Graye—— Bat 
that a Brother of my Blood ſhou'd chuſe a Coxcomb out 
hat if my Brother prove a Coxcomb too, that 2 
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der's over, then tis their mutual Intereſt to join; each 
likes the other to excuſe himſelf. ne 
| Exrer Sir Anthony, Valentine and Ilford. 
Sir Ant. Ah, Monſieur L'Ab6e. 

. You have prevented us. 

Val. We were going to viſit you. 
_ Abb. In Nomine Domine, Amen. 

IF. The Abbe making his Will! 

Sir Ant. Amen to our Abbes Deyotions. 

Abb. You fall as naturally as a Pariſh-Clerk, into the 
cloſe of a Prayer. 

Sir Ant. I love to bring Things to a good End. 

Abb. Nay, I have done; my Devotion wor.'t tire your 
Attention. | 

Sir Ant. You are like the Prelate, that being dignify'd 
for long Prayers, hated them ever after, 

| bb, Long Prayers are for poor Prieſts that want Per- 
ferment, Men of Quality riſe without 'em. 

Val. In Men of your Rank they are Phariſaical, and 
always to carry on a Deſign. 

| 46. I neither have a Faith in them nor their Follow- 
ers; and therefore I ſeldom or never pray at all. 

If. How ! never Pray at all? 

Abb, The Church and I are pq upon the Bargain; 
and few Words are beſt, when the Partics are of a Mind. 

Val. But the Church may better your Bargain. 

Abb. I am mortify'd to the Dignities Deſigns of 
the Church; have laid aſide the Pomp and Pride of my 
Profeſſſon, I am contented to ſit down in a Sine-Cure; 
and, with the poor pittance of 2000 Piſtoles a Year, make 
the moſt of a good Conſcience and gaod Company, 

If. A good Conſcience is good Company indeed. 

Abb. I mean, Sir, Ill make a Conſcience of good Com- 


„ Make the beſt of the Bleſſmg, and enjoy it as 
Ig as Jou can. | 8 
Abb. Ah! my little Knight underſtands me, tho you 

won't, Sir. * 
Val. You'll anger him [To Ilford. 


Ab. He jumps into the Point with me, 


Sip 


* 
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Sir Ant. And into the Company too, dear Abbe; I muſt 
make one. * Re! 

Abb. Make one! thou mał'ſt all; thou'rt all in all; the 
whole Company thy ſelf; thou art every thing with e- 
very Body; a Man among the Women, and a Woman a- 
mong the Men. Abbe wantons with Sir Ant. 

Val. How, Abbe! Sir Antony a Woman? 

Abb. One might indeed miſtake him, by his Face. 

Tf. He wins miſtake him, I believe. 

Val. Somewhere elle. | 

Abb, But there's no. Faith in Faces; the Women have 
found him out, and won't truſt him. 

Sir Ant. Ay, ay, the Women Abbe, the Ladies—— : 

Abd. As mad as ever they were, my Neices you mean! 

Sir Ant. I long to be among em. 

Abb. Nay, they long too, if that wou'd do em any 
good. And think it long. 

Sir Ait. 1 have not ſpoke to a Woman this half Hour. 

Val. We are all idle without you. ; 
* TIF. Sin has been as filent among us — 

Sir Ant. As in the firſt Seſſion of a Parliament, in fear 
of a Reformation. 

Abb. Ah! very well, I faith, my little Man. But no, 
no Reformation, I warrant you; matters ſhall not be 


much mended by my Management; Sin mult ſometimes 


get the better of the Saint. 
Sir Ant. Or the Devil may flill wear Black, Sir. 
6b, Let him wear what he will: We have had him 
in our F amily this Morning. 5 
Val What's the Matter? W 
Abb. My Brother has diſcover d ſomething between 
you, and his eldeſt Daughter. 
Val. That's unlucky. f | 
Abb, Which to prevent, he deſigns to marry her in- 
ſtantly to Count Verole. * 
I. That's bad indeed. | 
Val. What is there to be done? | 
466. Nothing that I know of. ed 
Sir Ant. What's to be done? Any thing's to be done? 
Val. What if I run away with her? 


Abd. 
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Abb. With all my Heart. 
Pal. Or if I cut his Throat? 

Sir Ant. With all my Heart. 

Pal. Or Bed-rid him with a beating. 

TIF. With all my Heart. | 
Sir Ant. If none of theſe will do, let him marry her, 

Val. And I muſt lay with all my Heart. | 

Sir Ant. If you can't make her your Wife, make him 
your Cuckold. 

Abb. With all my Heart. 
* Val. Ah! if I durſt but hope that Way. 

Abb. Hope, you muſt hope, Man, and you muſt dare 
Man, if you wou'd do any thing with the Women. 

Val. Can you encourage me? 

Abb, Why, Faith, what ever her Father deſigns, ſhe 
does not deſign to marry him: And Diſobedit nce may 
make way for other Sins. | 
Pal. I know ſhe hates him. | 

Abb. And I know fhe likes you. And if I have any 
Authority from the Church 
. Which is not to be diſputed. 

Abb. Or any Intereſt from my Eſtate 
Val. Which muſt be conſiderable—— 

Sir Ant. Not to be oppos d 

"Abb. And which muſt furniſh the better part of her 
Fortune, he ſha'nt have her. | 

Val. That's gaining Time at leaſt 
IV. He's naturally jealous. 

Sir Ant. And has ſettled that Nature by a Spaniſh Edu- 
cation, they ſay. 

Ab. He was bred in Spain indeed. 

M. A miſerable Woman ſhe mutt be then. 

Abb. I wou'd not have a Neice'of mine marry'd into 
4 Family, or Nation, where, if ſhe diſlike her own Man, 
ſhe can have no Body elſe. | 

Val. Our Women are the happy Women, Sir. 

Abb. Why, indeed your Engliſh-men are the fitteſt Men 


for Husbands in the World! wou'd all my Female Rela- 
r Country! | 
as well of us, as you da. 


tions were marry d into 
. Wou'd they 
AA. 
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Abb, There if a Lady quarrels at her Condition or 
likes another Man better than her Husband; which ſome- 
times may happen, you know —— _ 

Val. Such Things have happen'd indeed. 

Abb. There they ſay Cuckoldom is in Faſhion. 

Sir Ant: Nay, more than in Faſhion, Sir, tis 
to Law; Cuckoldom is the Liberty, and a ſeparate Main- 


— the Property of the Free-born Women of Eng- 
l | ; 


Tf. We give our Women fair Play for't. | 

Val. And ſcorn any Tie upon 'em, more than their In- 
e Marriage 

Why, what w a ask more iage? 

II — it, fuch a Privilege is better than 
Dower; and in a prudent Woman's Thoughts, muſt take 
place of any other Conſideration. 

IF. "Tis as much before a Dower in Profit too, as in 
Time; for a Husband may cheat a Wife of her Dower. 

Sir Ant. Or wear out her Title by out · living her; and 
then ſhe is bob'd of her Reverfion, 

Val. Or leave her ſo old, ſhe may be paſt having any 
good from it. | | 

Sir Ant. Unleſs ſhe lays it out in redeeming ſome 
younger Brother — 

Hf. That had ſpent his Annuity in a Lord's Com- 
1 


Sir Aut. Or in following a Common Whore — 

Val. Or in following as Common a Miſtreſs, the 
Court. 

Sir Ant. And being reduc'd to the laſt Fifty, had ven- 
tur d it prudently on a Birth-· day Coat, and the Hopes of 
an Employment. 

. One, who in ſpight of having been once undone, 
will have no more Profit from his Experience, than to 
fall into the ſame Folly again, with the ſame Occaſion. 

o. Then hang him for a Fool, enough of him 
I am convinc'd with what you ſay, Gentlemen: And you 
ſhall have my Neice, you have her Conſent, and my 
ſent, and Sir Antony's Word; which I promiſe you 
goes a great way with the Women, 1 


ha — ä ſ— 2 wp — — 
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Val. Your Neice Volante is her Confident. 
Abb. 1'll make her your Friend. | | 
Servant whiſters the Abbe, 
Sir Ant. I'll ſecure her for you. | 
I. Why you ſecure her? 
Sir Ant. For ſuch a Favour, Sir, I think I may. 
If. Yeur Intereſt is mighty. 
Str Ant. So far I can engaye her. 
I You engage her ! 
Sir Ant. Nay, oblige her. 
Tf. Her Friendſhip may oblige her, but not you. 
Abb. Pray don't quarrel about obliging her; Volante is 
my Favourite, ſhe ſtall pleaſe her ſelf, and I believe wou'd 
leaſe Sir Antony Gentlemen, you are three, and my 
eices are three; I won't meddle in your Choice; agree 
among our ſelves; win em, and wear em; I had rather 
you ſhou'd have 'em, than my Brother diſpoſe of 'em. 
Val. Sir, you oblige us all. 

- Abb. Our Dinner ſtays for us, we'll ſettle thoſe things 
within: I had almoſt forgot the extraordinary Part of 
my Entertainment, I have a Pilgrim for you. 

Tf. We have had him already. 

Sir Ant. And our ſhare of laughing at him too, Sir. 

Abb. He pretends to be a Man of extraordinary Sancti- 


ty; I medled with that as little as I cou'd, for fear of © 
railing a Spirit I cou'd not lay; beſides, 1 had Matters of 


more Moment to mind then. 

Val. How did you get rid of him? 

Abb. With much ado I put him and his Hiſtory off, tel- 
ling him, ſome Engli/> Hereticks were to dine with me. 

Sir Ant. We are oblig'd to you, Sir. 

Abb. And it he pleas'd to ſpare that miraculous Ac- 
count, (which he will be ſure to give of himſelf) for 
dhe Converſion of the Wicked, he might then have a 
proper Occaſion for ſo great a Deſign. | 

Sir Ant. 1 ſhould think the woe of my Conſtitution 
as long as I liv d, if I ſhou'd grow qualmith of any thing 
he could ſay to me. 

Abb, I knew I muſt hear him, and therefore provided 
your Converſation to qualifie his, 1 


Val. 


T_T 


% 
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Fal. The Novelty may divert us. 

1 He profeſſes more Charity, than to force his Non- 
ſenſe upon you. W 
Abb. That Puniſhment I muſt go through, before he 
wil go away, and pay for my Penance too. 

lf. At the of his Vow of Poverty.  - 

Abb. Pray, Gentlemen, along with me. I don't defire 
ou to believe all he ſays. Take what you like, and 
augh at all the reſt. | * 

Val. Why, there our Chriſtian Liberty's confeſt. 

Sir Ant. Wou'd we had ne'er a more impoſing Prieſt. 

: [Exemnt. 

If. One Word before you go. 

[ Pulling Sir Ant. 6; the Sleeve. 

Sir Aut. Prithee come along — no cautioning in ſuch 

a ſlight Affair —— EM 

If. I am glad you think it ſuch a flight Affair, 

Sir Ant, Meer Merriment. 1 

If. I never thought it more. s 

Sir Ant. Matter of Mirth, and Jeſt, 

If. Nay, that's too much. 

Sir Ant. Upon a fooliſh Pilgrim. 

Hf. Upon Volante. | 

Sir Ant. Volante! thou talk'ſt of Volante, and I anfiver 

thee, the Pilgrim: Why thou art diſtracted, Man; and 
I ſhall ſuſpect my ſelf to be no wiſer than I ſhou'd be, 
for keeping thee Company. 

If. Sir, however you think to carry it, I muſt tell 

you —— 

Sir Aut. With a very grave Face—— - 

IH. This is no jeſting time — | 

Sir Aut. Becauſe tis a ridiculous Subject. 

IF. That I am in love 

Sir Ant. In ſerious Sadneſs. t 

If. With that Lady. | 

Sir Ant. That never was fad, nor ſerious in her Life: 

22 be _ of this, ford: In Love! thou art a 
very honeſt Fellow, and haſt a t man Quali- 
tics, but thy Talent lics quite nocher way, a om | 


1 
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V. Sir, I am ſerious enough to be angry, if you laugh 
at me. | | 

Sir Ant. But you are in Love with her, pos fay: Why 

every Body that ſees her, is in Love with her, if that 
wou'd do any good; but is ſhe in Love with you? 

. I think my Eſtate may recommend my Perſon to 
a Welcome, where-ever 1 . 

Sir Aut. Do's ſue think ſo? 

. Why do you ask the Queſtion ? 

Sir Aut. Volante is too Witty, to be very Wiſe; and re- 
quires no Settlement, but her Man. 

Tf. And why may not I be her Man, pray? 

Sir Ant. Fie, fie, Sir, more Modeſty might become a 
Man of your Gravity! you her Man! no, no, ſhe's other. 
; wiſe diffos'd of, I aſſure you. 

If. What, you follow her! 

Sir Ant. Nay, you follow her; ſhe does not put me to 
the _ - . 

IE. No, Sir — I ſhall to more trouble, if you 
. your F 
Sir Ant. Quit my Pretenſions to her! 

I. And promiſe me 

Str Ant. I will promiſe. you —— } 

If. O, will you ſo, Sir? | 
Sir Ant. That (whatever I wou'd have done by fair 
Means) I will now follow her in ſpight of your Teeth--- 
Tf. In ſpight of my Teeth — 

Sir Aut. Purſue her, till ſhe yield to my Deſires — 
F. The Devil you will! 
Sir Ant. And lie with her under your Noſe. 
IA. You ſhall be damn d firſt. | 
Sir Ant. Nay, then have at the Lady. 
Volante entring, ſees em fighting. ſhricks, and runs out, | 
Sir Antony after ber, and returns with her in his 


| If. This was a Trick to ſave his Cowardice. 
Sir Ant. I had rather part with my Pretenſion to a 


Quarrel, than to my Miftreſs at any time. 
Val. J hope you are not hurt. | 


If 


1 
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M. Sir, you aſſert a Privilege, the Lady never gave you, 
of treating her ar that familiar rate. 

Vol. At what familiar rate? 

Sir Ant. Sir, you may be reſpectful, look fimply, and 
bow at a diſtance; in a modeſt Defpair, of ever coming 
nearer to pleaſe; but I am for a cloſer Converſation, 
when I like my Company. | — 

Vol. I am , Sir, my Carriage gives Offence; 
muſt — vor? treat me more familiar? „that ſaucily 
fhou'd dare to cenſure me, limit my Actions, and pre- 
{cribe me Rules. | 

Sir Ant. A fooliſh Fellow, Madam, not worth your 
Anger; leave him to his Repentance, and your Scorn. 

A. J muſt bear it all. 

Vol. But pray, how came this Difference ? 

Tf. "Twas your Quarrel, Madam. 

Vel. I am ſorry for it. | 

Sir Ant. You may judge what a Husband he'll make, 
who (being but a Servant) dares aſſume an Authority o- 
ver you 

2 Which I never gave him, that I remember. 

Sir Am. I told you, you were out of the Road of her 
Favour. IT Uford. 

vol. The Report of this Quarrel, and the Occafion of 
it, will be but a ſcandalous Addition to my Fame, when 
t comes to be the Tattle of the Town. | 

17 It oy go 5 —_ for — FORE 

Vol, 1 ſuppoſe the Folly on't wi z you 
may be anne on't indeed. * 

IF beg your Pardon for it. 

Vol. Beg Sir Antony's; for till he pardons you, I am 
ſure, I won't. ; 

Sir Ant. There is no Remedy, muſt fubmit. 

Tf. I am a Woman's Fool, muſt obey. 

[They Embrace. 

Sir Ant. Tis many a wiſe Man's Fortune. 

If. We are Friends. | 

ol. If you have Favours to expect from me, deſerve 
'em by fair Means, 


Sir 
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Sir Ant. Or come to me, and I'll ſpeak a goed Word 
for thee to the Lady. ö 

IF. You Triumph, Sir. 

Sir Ant. Till when, we take our Leaves. 

[ Leads Volante out, 

IV. Pox! I deſerve it all, for putting it into her Power 
to uſe me ſo: He's ten Years younger than I am, and 
conſequently ſo much handſomer in her Eye: He prate; 
a great deal more, and better than I do for her purpoſe, 
and therefore lies better in her Ear: He has the Adyan. 
tage of me, in every Vanity that can betray a Girl; J. 
lante's a Girl, and what could I expect from my honour- 
able Love for her? When, in the weakneſs of a Woman's 
Choice, ſke will prefer the preſent laughing Hour to all 
that can come after. If this would cure me now, twere 
a Leſſon well learn'd: I'll hear what the Pilgrim can ſay 
upon this Subject; I'll liſten to his Lies, they are lels 
miſchevious, and may drive this Woman out of my 
Head. LExx. 

Enter Floriante and Charlott. 

Flo. Is not that Sir Antony ? | 

Char. With my Coulin Volante, We ſhafl have em at 
the * of the _ 8 5 22 

Flo. They are pro unſellors for our ole © 
"1 £4 245 a Ay wy 

Char. As we could ha' met withal, 

Flo. You'll be no Nun, Siſter? 

Char. Nor you no Counteſs ? 
Flo. I would be as willingly enclos'd in the Walls of 4 
Monaſtery, as in the Arms of that Count Verole; and in 

the Arms of Death rather than in cither. 

Char. Well; I'm not ſo difficult; I had rather be alive 
upon any Terms, than dead upon the beſt; I had rather 
be a Nun, than be nothing at all; tho' there's nothing 1 
had not rather be, than be a Nun. 

Flo. Any Man's Company, rather than the Company 
of all Women. | 

Char. Tis more to my Humour, I confeſs to you, a- 
mong the reſt of my Venial Offences; but Valentine! he 
1s your Man, Sifter; would I had the Fellow of — 
Flo. 


Word 
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Flo. For your Confeſſor, Siſter? + , IN 
' Chay. 1 could confeſs ſomething to him that would 
make him enjoin me another kind of Penance, than my 
Prayers. ; . | 

Flo. What! abſolve you from your Devotion? 

Char. And perſwade him to make a Sinner of me, ta- 
ther than ſuffer gy Father to make me a Saint, ſo much 
before my Time. 

Flo. You are a mad Girl: But what of Valentine? 

Char. He ſhould not be out of our Deſign. 

Flo. T'll anſwer for him, he won't. 

Char. His Intereſt's ſo concern'd, he ſhould not be 
wanting in any occaſion of abuling our Father. 

Flo. Or of uſing the Count as he deſerves. 

Char. They're both behind us, Mum —— 

Enter Count Canaile and Count Verole. 

Can. I have 12 my Daughter to receive the Ho- 
nour you intend our Houſe and her, by this Alliance with 
us; ſhe too well knows what's owing to a Father and 
her ſelf, to my Authority and her own Birth, now to 
diſpute what I deſign for her; ſhe has my Will, the reſt 
I leave to you —— [ Exis. 

Ver. Madam, you hear your Father, and I come 
Thro' his Authority, to ſpeak my Love; 

Tho' bateing his Authority, I muſt think 
There need not many Arguments to move, 
More than your knowing me, and what I am. 
: Flo. My Lord, that goes a great way with me, I 2 
ure you. g 

Char. She knows you and your Qualities, my Lord, 
and eſteems em accordingly: I have heard her Go, ſhe 
was very much oblig d to you, and ſhould be more — 

Flo. If he would hang himſelf — [Mſede. 


,__ 


Ver. For what, young Lady??? 

Char. For your kind Care of me, 

Fer. I'm glad you're ſenſible I mean you well. 
Char. O yes, Sir, ſenſible! fo ſenſible, I muſt be ob- 
lig d in Conſcience to thank you. For adviſing my Father 
to ſend me to a Nunnery:.— The Devil take you for 
your Advice. | 


[ Aſrde. 
Ver. 
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Ver. A Nunnery is Virtue's beſt Retreat from a bad 


World. 

Char. But if my Siſter's Fortune, in your Opinion, 
Had not wanted mending more than my Manners —— 

Flo. Fie, Charlatt. you'll tell all. 

Ver. How could ſhe gueſs at that ? 

Char. 1 might have continued in this bad World, for 
any Advice the Count would have given, in his great 
Care of me to my Father; but I'll be reveng'd on him 
Do as much Miſchief as I can while I am in the World, 
and repent when J am out on't, and can do no more. 

Flo. Bring Sir Antony to my Reſcue, I beſcech thee. 

[ Exi# Charlott. 

Ver Your Siſter's diſoblig'd, 

But I've my Ends in ſerving you 

Flo. In ſerving of your ſelf: 

For what [ get by her, my Father ſays, 
You muſt command. 

Ver. To make it but more yours. 

Flo. So you promiſe all before you have enclos d us, 
But poſſeſs d, 

Our Fortunes, and our Perſons are your Slaves, 
Us 'd like your Slaves, and often both abus d. 
Ver. This is a common Subject for your Sex. 
Enter Sir Antony, ED wa? 7 rnd 
To boaſt the Glory of your Wit upon; 
But I'm above the Tuſte of common things, 
Being born above the Rank of common Men. 

Sir Ant. Out of the Rank, he means, of commoea 
Men; and indeed, he ſcarcely looks of human Kind. 

ver. What do I look like — | 

Sir Ant. There's nothing like you, are ſelt. 

Vr. I would be — — . 

Sir Ant, What, not of God's Creation? 

Nr. I am of his Creation. 

Sir Ant. Of the King's you may be; but he who makes 
a Count, ne er made a Man; remember that, and fall 
that mighty Cref. | 

Ver, It you know me then, 


= 6 
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Sir Ant. By that coy, cock'd-up Noſe, that hinders you 
From ſeeing any Man, that does not ſtand 
Upon the Shoulders of his Anceſtors, l 
For long Deſcents of far-fam'd Heraldry, » 
take you for a Thing, they call a Count: 

For ou not been a Count, yon had been nothing 
At leaſt 'm ſure you had been nothing here. 

Ver. I would be nothing, if I were. 20 Count. 

Char. Pray more Reſpect. 

Flo. This ts the Count Ferole. 

Sir Ant. O, is it ſo? 

Vol. That's to marry my Couſin. 

Sir Aut. 1 have been too bold, pray Ladies join with 
me —— 

Char. To laugh at him. 

Sir Ant. To ask his Pardon. 

Ver, For the future, know me, and know your ſelf, 
I ask no more, | 

Sir Ant. Then I am pardon'd, for I know my ſelf, 

And think I know your Worthip. Can you fight? 

Ver. Ha! what do you mean? 

Sir Ant. Why' faith I come but upon a ſurly Embaſſie; 
and a finical Phraſe, that would fit the Fineneſs of your 
Quality, would not become my Buſineſs. 

Ver. What does the Gentleman mean ? 3 

Sir Ant. Walk but aſide with me, I'll tell you what I 
mean. 

Ver. You have no Secret for me? 

Sir Aut. Why then it ſhall be none. a : 

Ver. He won't draw befare the Women, ſure. ¶ Aſide. 

Sir Aut. Since the Ladies muſt be by, as they muſt be 
the Judges at laſt, you muſt know then, I come to you 
from a Gentleman —— | 

Ver. Is he no more? 

Sir Ant, He's every thing in that, that makes a Min. 

Ver. You may go as you came, for me, Sir, if he be 
but a Gentleman. 3 
His Name is Valentine, your Rival in that 

Ye 


Ver, 
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Ver. My Rival is my Equal; I am born 
Above his Rank, he cannot rival me. 

Sir Ant. He does rival you, and will rival you. 

Ver. Envy he may my Fortune with that Lady. 

Sir Ant. Well! Envy then, if that muſt be the Word; 
_— —_ you; ae 
And only wants an nity 
Of telling you, how much he Envies you. 

Flo. A modeſt Requeſt truly. 

Char. He can't deny it him 

Vol. Before his Miſtreſs too. 

Sir Ant. Now, Sir, if you will be fo courteous, as b 
me, who am to be his Second, to favour him wit 
knowing where and when he may wait upon you, you 
will oblige me by this Civility to ſerve your Friend, as 
he deſigns to ſerve you. | 

Ver. How may that be, pray? 

Sir Ant. To cut your Throat, Sir. 

Ver. O, Sir, I'll ſpare his Compliment. 

Sir Ant. My Friend's an Engliſh-man, and never loſes 2 
Miſtreſs for want of fighting for her, I aſſure you: Nay, 
I have known ſome of my Country-men, rather than 
not make a Quarrel in the Families they made love in, 
_ beat their very Women into good Nature, and Con- 

ent. F 

"Char. It ſhou'd be good Nature for another then. 

Flo. Such Arguments wou'd not prevail on us. 

Vol. Unleſs to Cuckold 'em. 

Sir Ant. For one Reaſon or another, [Goes to Verole, 
There are Cuckolds every where. 

Char. How will our Count get rid of this Buſineſs? 

Sir Ant. I wait your Anſwer, Sir. 

Ver. My Anſwer is, when I am as angry as your Friend 
is, which, at preſent, I have no reaſon to be; nor to a 
Day, can certainly ſay when I ſhall be 
Sir Ant. You muſt be made angry then. 

Ver. When I am under a defeat of my Hopes about 
that Lady, as he may e, and in an abſolute Deſpair of 
better Succeſs, and hive nothing elſe to do with my 
ſelf, I may be angry, and then | may fight with him. 

| Sir 


d; 
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Sir Ant, Maſt you be * you fight? 
Ver. Or Mad, or Drunk; tis no Employment or a 


ſober Man. 
Sir Ant. Have you no Notion . 
Ver. Notion indeed, n; for 

No more, than juſt ſi of Heat, 


To ſome Complexions — but they 
Who want that Heat, may raiſe their Spirits to t. 

Sir Ant. 1 marry! there's a Receipt indeed. 

Ver. Paſſion will fire the coldeſt Elements; 
The Lees of Wine ferment the dulleſt Phlegm 
To Froth and Vapour; I've ſeen a Drunkard in 
His Fir, attempt Dangers to rival Ceſar: 

If ſuch Extravagancies make the Brave, 
Madmen are Heroes. 

Sir Ant. This won't do my Bufineſs: Will you fight > ? 

Ver. 'Tis common Soldiers work. 

Sir Ant. You muſt fight with him. 

Ver. Not while I can hireRuffians to take the Trouble 
off my Hands. 

Sir Ant. You muſt expect to de us d very . 
where ever he meets 

Enter Valentine, Ilford, with Sir Gent. Golding.” 

Ver. 1 ſhall be provided for him. 

Str At. O, here he comes himſelf. 

Yer. If you're for muſtring your Friends, I have 
Father of my Party. [Exit in diſorder. Women laugh as him. 
"oy The Ladies never want an Mg _ 
they have Sir Autony to encourage the Mirth, Pray w 
particular Diverſion. has he given you? * 

Char. Very particular b ed 

[The Ladies aſide with Valentine. 

Val. You were a Party concern'd. 

Flo, And only wanting to make up the Farce. 

Sir Ant. Yes, . is he, my very, very Fool! = 

Sir Gent. Very handſom Gentlewomen indeed, all three 
of em: And that's Sir any, ATA: commended 
ſo much. 

uf. The very fame, Sir 


VoL. I. K 
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Sir Gen. 1 will be acquainted with him —— 
[ Goes to Salute Sir Ant, 
If. Sir Antony | | 
Sir Gent. Sir, you moſt humble Servant. 
Sir Ant, Do you know me, Sir? 
Sir Gent. Not I, but I'm an Engliſhman, and the Engliſh 
- _— keep together Abroad, they ſay, for fear of being 
« cheated. | 

Tf. Of their Mony, or Manners ? 

Sir Ant. Of their Mother Tongue. 

Sir Gent. Of their Mother-Church, their Religion. Now 

I deſigning to continue, as I am f 
If. A Fool. | | 
Sir Gent. Have a Mind to ſpend my Mony among my 
Country- men. 
Sir Aut. You're very welcome — 

If. To be cheated only by your Friends. 

Sir Gent. There's Valentine, a very pretty Fellow; but I 
have known him a great while; I am for Variety, and 
freſh Faces: Here's honeſt 1/ford, my very good Friend 
of half .an Hours Acquaintance, will recommend me, 

Sir Ant. You recommend your ſelf, Sir. | 

Sir Gent. 2 I hear you are an Extraordinary Per- 
ſon, and a Knight, Sir; I am a Knight my ſelf, Sir! 

Sir Ant. And an extraordinary Perſon truly: Pray of 
hat Family, Sir? 

Sir Gem. Of what Family? Of my Father's Family be- 
fore me; the Family of the Galdings, of which, i am 
your Servant, and Sir Gentle Golding. 

Val. Alas poor Count! I yow I pity him. | 
Where's this mad Knight? Oh! | | 
8 { Sees the two Knights in ſalut ation. 
'You are before me it ſeems; but ſince I come too late 
to recommend Sir Gentle to you, pray do you. recom- 
mend him to the Ladies. * 1 

| [ir Gent. ſalutes the Women. 
Sir Gent. Sir, as I may fay, I may thank you for this 
_iFayour. 
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Sir Aut. If you are for this ſport, III find you Game, 


— = 


Sir Gent, O, of all things I loye the Women, 

Vol. Sir Gentle declares that by his Dreſſing. 

Sir Ant. You ſhan't dreſs in vain, I'll find you Employ- 
ment among em. ; 

Sir Gent. I'll depend upon you then, and from this 
time forward, we muſt be intimate as Men of the ſame 
Brother-hood, and Worſhip — ought to be. 

Char. See, ſee, our Count has rally'd again! 


( 

Val. With your Father in his Tail, to ſuſtain him. 

Flo, We muſt not ſtay till they come. At Night I 
may expect you? 

Val. If any thing extraordinary ha — 

Fol. I'll come expreſs with the Tidings. 

Flo. You ſhall hear from us. | 

Sir Ant. Your Servant, your Servant. ¶ Exeumt Women. 

Val. You ſee, Sir Gentle, we make a Shift. 

Sir Ant, Make Shift! We make a Carnival; all the 
Year a Carnival : Every Man his Woman, and a new 
one at every Town we come at. 

Sir Gent, Ah, would I could fay fo too? 

Val. You fay ſo, Sir Gentle Fie, fie, you don't deſire 
to fay ſo, to my Knowledge. 

Sir Gent. That's very fine i faith. 

Val. You only rally your Country- men. 

Sir Gent. Not I, as I hope to be ſav d, Pal, tho 1 love 
a Joke, I never rally a Friend. | A. 
= You a Miſtreſs ! Why, you have forſworn the 

[ . 
Sir Gent. O Lord, O Lord! that's a likely Buſineſs in- 
deed! I forſwear the Sex! I would as ſoon forſwear my 
own Sex, as the Womens; why, I have made it my 
Endeavour, ever ſince I was a Man of Eſtate, to be ac- 
counted a Knight of Intrigue; ſo you never were more 
miſtaken ſince you were born, Sir. | 

Val. Why, what a lying World we live in ! I was told 
you were ſo ſcury ly us'd in England ; 

Sir Gems. Softly, ſoftly, Man. - 

K 2 Val. 


on. 
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Val. By Lucia —  _ 
Sir Gent. A jilting Jade! You knew her, not worth 
remembrin 
Val. That you were reſolved never to venture on the 
Sex again. h | 
Sir Gent. Prithee, dear Val, no more on't: There's 
ſome Ill nature in my Part of the Story; I would not 
have it go further for my own fake, | 
If. It goes no further for our hearing it. 
Sir Ant, We know it already. 
N Sir Gent. Ay, it may be ſo; I confeſs, poor Creature, I 
Wt + gave her a jealouſie of another Woman. 
1 Sir Ant. And that perhaps, in her Deſpair of pleaſing 
1 | . 8 longer, might be a Reaſon of doing what 
1 the cid. - .. | 
K. Sir Gent. Why trul likely. | 
1 | Val And tice the — 
| | | I. Of five hundred Pounds. 


14 Sir Ant, She might ha' ſhew'd a Conſcience in her 
. cone though! five hundred Pounds was too much in 
'F on —— | 
[I Sir Gent. Sir Antony, you are my Friend upon all oc- 
| caſions; but the truth is, I gave ker an Opportunity; left 
my Cabinet open on purpoſe; and was glad to get rid of 
her for the Mony. 
: Sir Ant. oy ſhall pay as round a Sum for this 192 
ore I with your Vanity. . 

Val. And this is all? he N 

Sir Gent. The ſhort and long of the Story. 

Sir Aut. Leave the filly Creature to her Garret, where 
ſhe will be in a little time: She'll hang her ſelf in her 
Garters when the Mony is ſpent, | 

Sir Gent. I warrant her, will'ſhe, and be glad to come 
off ſo too. | 

Val. So, forgetting Diſaſters at home, you travel 

If. To drive an old Miſtreſs out of his Head. 

Sir Ant. And recover here, what he had loſt in Eng- 


land, by the Gallantry of a French Intrigue 


Sir 


The RAMBLING LADY. 197 
Sir Gent. Which T'come qualified for, Gentlemen; be- 


ing able to bid up to the Price of any of em. 

Val. If you fhew your Mony, we may borrow. 

Sir Gent. You may borrow, but I never lend; are 
acquainted, and have your good Breeding and Behaviour- 
to recommend you to the Ladies, 

Sir Ant. You ſhe v your Wiſdom in your good Huſ- 
handry, Sir Gentle ; you are a Stranger, and muſt be ob- 
lig'd to your Pocket for what you muſt expect from 
them. | 

Sir Gent. And therefore, Sir Antony, I will part with 
* _ Acquaintances, my Luidores, to none but the 
Ladies. 

Sir Aut. Mony does every thing with the Women in 
France. Sir. 


Sir Gent. 1 won't ſpare it upon them, Sir Anteny: I re- 


ly upon you for a Miſtreſs then. 


Sir Ant. You ſhall ſee her this Evening. 

Sir Gent. Bills and Buſineſs, Geatlemen ; but now we 
live together, no Ceremony: Adieu for a Moment ; and. 
dear Sir Antony, yours. [ Exit. 

Yal. You are in his Favour. 

Sir Ant. And will be in his Pocket: Leave him to me. 

Enter Abbe, Pilgrim and Waitwell, 

if. Our Abbe and the Pilgrim again! This Viſit is to 

ou. | 
Sir Ant. He has a Mind to make a Convert of me, 
that's certain: but whether in the Fleſh or the Spirit, is 
the Queſtion. | 

Val. He's for the outward Man, I warrant him. 

If. And his Arguments of this World, whatever the 
Pilgrim's may be. 

Abb. Ah my little Man! you have loſt a mighty Satiſ- 
— the Pilgrim has wrought Wonders upon us all 
Within. 6 

Val. Much above my Expectation, indeed. 

H. His Story 2 — me, 1 confeſs; and has cur d 
me of an old Diffidence I had of all Religious Pre- 
\ , 


tenders. | 
K 3 Sir 
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Sir Ant. Well, he's a Rogue; and you han't found 


him. | 

Abb. You are the only Infidel in the Company. 

Sir Ant. You diſſemble a Belief; tis neceſſary to the 
Church, and you get by the Trade; but none of you re- 
move Mountains, that I hear of. 

Abb. Do but hear what he can ſay. 

Sir Ant, I'll give him both my Ears —— 


[Pilgrim advances. 
But not a Word here; I muſt have him to my ſelf, to 
diſcover the Bottom of him. [To Waitwell. 


Pilg. Tis a Work of the Spirit indeed; and the Spirit 
works unſeen of human Eyes; therefore in private would 
do very well. | 

Sir Ant. Do as I order you. [Exit Waitwel), 

Pilg. There is an obſtinacy in Sin, that won't be con- 
futed before Company; Reproof may return into our 
own Teeth, a Rebuke and a Reproach unto our ſelves. 
For which Reaſon I am aſſured, that a Privacy in Com- 
munication, and a Retirement from the Eyes of the 
World (when the Cauſe is Conſcientious) are always ne- 
ceſſary to a Conviction, and Converſion of the Wicked. 

Sir Ant. Thoſe Neceſſaries thou ſhalt have at my Lodg- 
ing; I follow thee, Pilgrim: Farewel Gentlemen; if J 
am convinced in this Point, and live to ſet foot in Eng- 
land again, I ſhall fatisfie thoſe Heretical Unbelievers, that 
I have ſeen one Miracle in a Catholick Country. 

[Exit after the Pilgrim. 

IF. Thus every Man to his own Intereſt tends; 

The Pilgrim makes his Converts, we make Friends, 
With the ſame Conſcience all, for our own Ends. 


| SIREN... 


ö 
| 
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ACT W SCENE I. 


u re- Waitwell placing Bottles on the Table, 


Enter Sir Antony and the Pilgrim. 
Sir Ant. TP HIS is a dry Subject, Pilgrim; there's no 
| T engaging in't without a Bottle. 
f, to Pilg. You'll have your own way here. [Walks about. 
well, Sir Ant. Have you infus'd the Opiate in his Wine? i 
Pirit Wait. I warrant him he ſleeps for't; yours is half 
ould Water. | ; 
Sir Ant. If I don't find him a Knaye, I'll make him s 
vel Fool, for troubling me with his Impertinence: But chief - 
— ly, for the dear Jeſt of expoſing his Reverence to the 
_ Laughter of the Prephane Have you done there 
Ives Lock the Doer,and let no Bady come near us. 
em- [Waitwell goes ons. 
the Now Pilgrim, we are alone; and fit you down 
* [ Pilgrim fands and Croſſes himſelf and Sir Antony. 
ed Nay, I will have no Bleſſing upon our Endeavours, but a 
dg. Bumper — this will baniſh Croſſes: Here's to the fall- 
if I ing of the Fleſh, and the riſing of the Spirit. [ Drinks. 
ng- Pilg. Tis a myſterious Health, of ſacred Senſe! ev'n to 
hat the pulling down of Satan's Throne,  [ Drinks. - 
Sir Ant. A little Wine does well to qualifie the Water - 
m you drink in your Pilgrimage. | 
Pilg Sometimes without Offence, Wine may be us d; 
tho' our whole Life is but a Pilgri — 
[Sir Antony 2 again the Glaſſen. 
Sir Ant. That's as you pleaſe to make it. Come, Sir, 
this is the Searcher of Hearts; here's to the opening of 
ours — Drinks. 
Pilg. Hearts and Eyes, that we may ſee our Errors. 
This Wine will warm him, ſure, = gay 
Sir Ant, Confeſſion is a ſtep to Repentance, you ſay. - 
Pilg. The ready Road —— 
Sir Ant. Then drink off your Glaſs, Pilgrim: How do 
you like your Wine? 
| K 4 Pilg. _- 
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Pilg. 'Tis warm, I promiſe you 
Sir Ant. Able to diſtmguiſh a Saint from a Sinner; and 
will keep you out of the Mire, better than your wooden 
Shoes. 
Pilg. Twill rather leave us there. But to our purpoſe 
now —— 
Sir Ant. Another Glaſs to ſtrengthen my Attention; I 
ſhall edific the berter by it. [Fil the Glaſs, 
Pilg. Sure he can't make me drunk. [ Aſide. 
Sir Aut. I expected you wou'd ha' drunk to my Con- 
verſion. | 
Pilg. I ſhou'd ha' began it in Charity, indeed; but III 
make you what Reparation I may, and drink a full Glaſs 
for my Forgetfulneſs. [Fills himſelf a Bumper. 
Sir Ant. I warrant him my own. [ Afede. 
Pilg. To your Converſion be it — [ Drinks. 
Sir Ant. This is the way to'r, and the pleaſanteſt Road 
ou can travel in: For let me tell you, the World is bad 
enough at the beſt; we need not take Pains to make it 
Worie. 
Pilg. Too many do indeed. [Sir Antony drinks. 
Sir Aut. Such fooliſh Apoſtles as thou art then: Why, I 
begin to deſpair of thee: I took thee for a ſanguine, ſen- 
ſual Sinner, a Man of Senſe, and an Hypocrite. But I 
find thee a peaking Penitent, and an Af. 
Pilg. You lit in the Seat of the Scorner. 
Sir Ant. Tho' you paſs upon the Abbe, and other Fools, 
I expected you wou'd have d your ſif to me: I 
profeſs my ſelf, what I theught you were under your 
Habit, a — wh We might have been of uſe to one ano- 
ther. But ſince you are for cheating no Body but your 
ſelf, [Fills again.] Ill make an end of my Bottle — Bu- 
tineſs, and leave you to ſay Grace to the next Courteſie I 
offer you. [ Drinks, 
Pilg. I muſt not loſe this Opportunity. 
Sir Ant. Now I begin to believe all the filly things 
| you have ſaid of your ſelf; your being weary of, and 
— the World, when you had — Share of it 
your own; your parting with the Pleaſures (which you 
Call the Vanities) of it, at a time, when you were in 3 
| Condi- 
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Condition of enjoying em, by a ſenſeleſs reſigning up 


your Birth- right. 

Pilg. My Service to you. [Drinks. 

Sir Ant. Of a conſiderable Quality and Fortune to a 
younger Brother; who indeed needed no other Ex 
tion for his Wants, than the abundance of your Folly to 
live upon. 0 | 

Pile. You cenſure me too raſhly. [Riſes. 

Sir Ant. 1 ſpeak my Thoughts, and am ſo far from 
imitating you any way, that when an elder Brother ſtood 
8 me and a good Eſtate, I made bold to remove 

im. 

Pilg. By no violent Means. : 

Sir Ant. Something before his time. I had a Jointure 
too incumber'd me; but a Phyſician after my own Heart 
cas'd me, and my good Lady Grandmother, 

Pilg. And dare you own it? | 

Sir Ant. Not at a Bar of Juſtice. 

Pilg. So borrid a Villany ! 

Sir Ant. Never troubles me: I don't proclaim it but in 
my Cups, and w here Iſthink' I'm fate to Men of my 
own Kidney —— 

Pilg. Yon confefs your ſelf a Villain? 

Sir Ant. Any kind of R that ſerves my Turn; for 
I am of a Principle. that levels every thing in the way 
of my Pleaſure or Profit. 

Pilg, A worthy Principle! | 

Sir Ant. 1 cheat the Men, and lye with the Women, as 
many as I can get in my Power. 

Pilg. Sir, I honour ycu; pray fit down again. [ They ſit. 

Sir Ant. To hear you preach again? | 

Pilg. And are you really this Rogue you pretend to be? 

Sir Ant. Are you the Fool you pretend to be? 

Pilg. I muſk come nearer to you. [Shews a Cacket: 

Sir Ant, How, Jewcls! | 

Pilg. 1 bring my Welcom with me. 

Sir Ant. Enough to ſet up a Saint: The Lady of Lo- 
retto may keep her Chamber; thou haſt ſpoil'd her Holy- 
days, by robbing her Shrine: For thou haſt robb'd hers, 
or ſome other, that's certain. 

5 K 5 Pilg. 
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Pilg. Tis certain J have the Jewels: How I came by 
em, and why I put on this Habit 
Sir Ant, Then you are no Pilgrim ? 
 *Pilg, No more than you are a Prieft. I am as arrant 
a Rogue as you can be; a Shifter of Shapes and Names; 
have travell through every Profeſſion, and cheated in 
all; fo having by my Induſtry gather d a handſome For- 
tune, I conyerted that into Jewels, and my felf into a 
Pilgrim, for the ſafer Conveyance of both into Spain, whi- 
ther I was going till 1 light upon you. 
Sir Ant. I ſaw you thro your Weeds, and had a mind 
to diſcoyer you. 
Pilg. Well, now you have diſcoyer'd me—— 
Sir Ant. Why, now I like you. 
Pilg. But are you ſure you like me ? 
Sir Ant. Like you extreamly. 
Pilg. If you can like me, you may love me too; for a 
Woman I know you are. 


Sir Art. Am I diſcover'd too — [Aſede. 
Pilg. Nay, I'm reſoly'd to like you in any Sex. 
[Squeezing and kiſſmg her Hand. 


But it is impoſſible ſuch Beauty ſhould be a Man's: 
And I will think you a Woman, [ Approaching flill nearer. 
Till you convince me to the contrary. 
Sir Ant. Have you a Miſtreſs to be convinc'd to the 
contrary ? ; 
Pilg. We were made for one another's Converſation; 
here's that ſhall keep it in Humour. 
[Lays his Hand on the Casket. 
Sir Ant. 1 have heard of Mark Antony's Pearl Cordial. 
Pilg. You ſhall drink nothing elſe but Pearl diffoly'd: 
Ha! What's the Matter with me? [ Yawns often. 
Sir Ant. Now, now my Doſe begins you grow in- 
different —— 
Pik. My Senſes vaniſh all. 
| [ Rifes, and firuggles all he can againſt 
| | it; but falls mto his Chair aſleep. 
Sir Ant. What, fall a-ſleep before me? 
Filg. By and by Lil come again to you. 


Sip 


The RamBLING LADY. 203 
Sir Ant. So, he's as ſafe as his Casket in . 


aaa 


Here's an Oriental Preſent from the Mogul, by the Hands 


of his Embaſſador there. 
Wait. He looks as he were drunk-dead, or dead-drunk. 


Sir Ant. Examine his Pockets, let's ſee what Creden- 
tials he has for his Character, tho you ſee I have treated 


him like an Embaſſador without em. 
Wait. Here are Tablets full of Memorandams, to avoid 


| ſuch and ſuch Places where he has done his Rogueries. 


Sir Ant. Very well; theſe, when he awakes, will make 
good, if he ſhould have the Impudence to diſpute my 
Title to the Thett. 

Wait. You won't keep all the Jewels? 

Sir Ant. A round Ranſom may redeem em; but him 
I muſt expoſe, Governor; when I ſend for him, bring 
him in a Chair to the Abbe's. 

Wait. Moſt — . ; 

Sir Ant. And if Sir enquire for me, as I expect 
he will, direct him thither, 


Wait. 1 won't fail. 
Sir Ant. 1 have a Miſtreſs for him. 


[The Pilgrim = of. | 
SCENE changer to the Street, -  * 


Ilford alone; 


If. Volante is ſo buſie for another, ſhe has nothing to 
do for her ſelf; ſo cloſely employ'd for Valentine, ſhe has - 
no Em ployment for any Body; or when ſhe has, tis par- 
tially hen 'd for that Boy- ight, in prejudice of eyery 
Man that may with more Rea n pretend 

Sir Antony croſſes the Stage. 
Sir Antony —— Sir Antony —a Word with you—— 

Sir Ant. Prithee let me go; ; I am big wit a Jeſt, and 
ſhall certainly miſcarry with the firſt grave Word 700 


fay to me. 
nf. 
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M. Be deliver'd of your Burthen then, lay it at my 
Door; III Father it for a Friend. ' 
him back by the Hand. 


[Bringi 

Sir Ant. As ſome Men — a Baſtard, for the Repu- 
tation of petting it. 

Tf. 1 have Goughe better of this -rivalling Buſineſs 
between us; I ſee plainly Volante declares for you——— 

Sir Ant. I think the poor Creature loves me indeed. 

IF. And *tis to no pane to p — 

Sir Ant. None in the World, Sir. 

H. In the meaſures 1 had taken in making my way 
to her; therefore now I come, like a Friend, to defire a 
Fayour of you. 

Sir Ant. Now you ſay ſomething, 1Iford. 

If. And like a Friend to adviſe you; you're a very 
pretty Fellow, and haye a great many dancing Years to 
trip over, before you come to be ſerious. - 

Sir Ant. 1 hope ſo, Sir, 

If. You ſhou'd Ramble before you Settle — 

Sir Ant, For fear of rambling after 

If. You are too great a Good, among the Women, to 
think of being particular; a dozen Years too gay for the 
Condition —— 283 

Sir Ant. Too gay for a Lover ? 

If. Too gay for a Husband. 

Sir Ans. Ay, marry, Sir, a Husband ! 

Tf. How, Sir? 

Sir Ant, 1 make Love ſometimes, but do not often 


marry. 

wu What do you follow Volante for then? 

Sir Ant. Can't you tell for what ? For as good a thing 
you may ſwear, Ilford: You gueſs at her Inclinations, 
poor Rogue; and a Lady never loſe her Longing 
upon me; I defign to lye with her. 

Ig. Without marrying her? 

Sir Ant. Without asking oy Canter but her own; 1 
4m not for many Werds, when I have a mind to be 
1 | | 


If. So impudent a thing I never heard! 
Enter 
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Nu Volante. * 

Vol. ing again, Gentlemen ! | 

Sir Ant. Upon the old Subject. | t 

Tif. | hate the Employment and Character of an Infor- 
mer: But you come {o upon the ſcandalous Minute, I 
muſt tell you what that young | 

Vel. Sir Antony has no Friend of you, Sir. 

II. Nor you of him, Madam; as you will find, when 
you hear what he ſays of you. 

Vol. Pray, _ the Matter ? Saw Fr 3 

He mpudence not to a it, but 
evo me his Riyal, who love and — you — 

Vel. Your Story, Sir, 8 ? 

If. He dares — kl to my Face, That he 
never deſign d to marry you; but becauſe you were in 
love with him, poor Creature, he wou'd do you the Fa- 
your to lye with you. 

Sir Ant, Madam, you know he hates me upon your 
Account; and this is one of the poor Endeayours of his 
Malice to ruin me: You can't think I wou'd be ſuch a 
Villain 

Vol. I won't think it, Sir Antony. 

Sir Au. Such an Ideot, if I cou'd have it in my Head, 
to declare it to my Rival, | 

Vol. Oh no — it is not probable. 

lf. By Heav'n and Earth he ſaid it. 
IE RY not believe it for Earth and Heav'n, if 

e did. 

If. Nay then tis labour loft, 

Vol. If you'll deliver this Letter to Valentine, you'll do 
him more ſervice, Gives Ilford 4 Letter.) than you have 
me with your News — I won't leave you behind me, 
Sir Antony. 

Sir Ant. I am going to the Abbe's, Madam. [ Exe. 

A Well! I cou'd almoſt wiſh, he wou'd lie _ her, 
to convince her; tho' ſhe won't believe me, ſhe will him; 
—— cpu ans be a ſufficient Revenge upon her 

Ye 
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Sir Ant. Sir Gentle, 1 have done your Bulineſs. 


Enter Abbe and Valentine to Ilford : Count Verole, with 
ſix Bravo's on the other ſide ; they ſtare upon each other, 
and paſs on. Abbe, Valentine, and Ilford remain. 
Abb. The Count has his Guard du Corps, Valentine. 
Val. Sir Antony has alarm'd him. 

M. He is in a State of War, fit to give Battel already. 

Val. What he wants in his Perſon, he has in his Equi- 
page: But they threaten too much, to do any Harm. 

Abb. Do you ſecure your Perſon; Volante ſhall ſecure 
your Miſtr inſt him, I vrarrant her. 

nf. Here's a ſhe gave me for you. [Exermt, 


SCENE The Abbe's Honſe. 


Pilgrim brought in a Chair: Sir Anthony Love after it. 

Sir Ant. Down with your Burthen; and place him in 
that Chair. So, this is as proper a Scene to recommend 
our Farce to the Family, as we can have —— 

Enter Waitwell. 

Wait. Sir Gentle Golding is below, and wou'd ſpeak 
with you, 

Sir Au. One of you bring him up —— 

| [To the Chair-men, who go out. 

Governor, he muſt not know you belong to me. 

Wait. I know your Defign upon him; and I'll be gone 
to put Things in Order to receive him —— 

Sir Ant. To receive Valentine: He ſhall be welcome to 
me; but to deceive Sir Gentle. | 

Wait. You are as buſie as a Projector; ſome of your 
Plots muſt miſcarry. 

Sir Ant. Ha! he begins to ſtir: How long will the O- 
piate hold him? 

Wait. If he wakes before the Company comes, you 
loſe your Pleaſure of laughing at him. 

Sir Ant. But I have a ſudden Thought, may give us a 
better Diverſion. [Exit Waitwell. 

Enter Sin Gentle Golding. - | 

Sir Gent, Sir Antony, your moſt incomparable humble 

Servant. 


dir 
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Sir Gent. With the Lady you promis d me? 

Sir Ant. With that very Lady; I've ſecur d an Appoint- 
ment for you; but being a Woman of Quality 

Sir Gent. There you oblige me for ever. 

Sir Ant. Tho' ſomething decay d, and fall'n in her For- 
tune — She muſt be humour d in little things; ſhe will 
have her Forms. | 

Sir Gent. I warrant her; and fit ſhe ſnou d. A 
Perſon of Quality is known by her Forms. 

Sir Ant. They laſt but till the Evening, then T1! carry 
you to wait on her. [Shewsthe Pilgrim. ] Here's a drunken 
Pilgrim with afford you Merriment enough to entertain 
ſome part of the time. 

Sir Gent. Dead drunk, as I intend to live ſober. 

Sir Ant. Do me the Favour to ſtay, and ſecure him, if 
he ſhou'd wake. [I'll but bring the Abbe and his Family 
to ſhare in abuſing him, and be with you again. [Exis. 

Sir Gent, Why, what an unlucky, byp ritical 2 
is this, to be diſcover d, and to lie at the Mercy of Sir 
Antony ! If he were but half as Holy, as he pretended, he 
might ſcape by Miracle; but he ſleeps ſo ſound, ne Re- 
velation can wake him. 

Pilg. Boy, draw the Curtain, Sirrah —— 

[Turns in his Chair, and makes Signs of waking. 

Sir Gent. Is the Light in your Eyes, Sir? What pains 
he takes to come to himſelf! Gad, ri play the Rogue with 
him — Ill be the Midwife to his Labour — Stay, let 
me ſee, a ſtiff Straw wou'd do rarely, to probe his So- 
briety. If his Brain be touch't, he'll take up the more 
time in his Cure, and tis well if ever he be his own 
Man again. Now for the Experiment. 

[Tickling his Noſe, the Pilgrim jumps up, and throws 
Sir Gentle , and in his thoughtfulneſs flum- 
bles over him: Both amax d, raiſe themſelves up- 
on their Bottoms, and ſtare at each other. 

Pilg. Ha! am 1 alive? Where have I been? Where am 
I now? How came I here? Who- are you? What wou'd 
you have? x 

Sir Gent. Have! my ſelf in a Wiſh to England, Wou'd 
I were in my Mother's Belly again. 1 
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Pilg. Speak, I conjure you, ſpeak to me. 


Sir Gent, He's as heartily &, as I can be; III 
m. | 


uck up a Spirit, and fpeak to 
P Filg. dome il thing has d me. 


Sir Gent. Yes, poſſeſs d thou art; by the lewd Spirit of 
powerful Wine poſſeſs d. A drunken Devil. 
Pilg. A Bottle, and Sir Antony I remember, and the 
Diſcoveries I made him. | [ Both riſe. 
Sir Gent. You are diſcover, and in the Abbe's Houſe--. 
Pilg. In the Abbe's Houſe! | 
Sir Gent. Where now your Buſineſs is to be laugh d at, 
and expos'd; and the whole Family are coming to make 
your Holineſs a ridiculous Viſit to that purpoſe. 
Pilg. That young Rogue Sir Antony! Has he done no- 
thing elſe to me? ¶ Examining his Pockets.) Undone, un- 
done! I'm robb d, and ruin'd : My jewels gone! my Ta- 
ble-book gone too! that may do me more harm, than 
the Jewels can do any Body good. 
Sir Gent, Have you loft your Learning? How cou'd 
you miſs it fo ſoon? A Table-book ? 
Pilg. Sir, I am robb'd ; and I took you very ſuſpi- 
1 about my Pockets; you ſhall anſwer the Rob- 
ry. 
Si Gent, Why, do I look like a Pick-pocket ? I'd have 
you to know, I ſcorn your Words: But that Trick ſhan't 
ſerve your Turn —— | 
Pilg. Serve my Turn, Sir—— [Offering to go by him. 
Sir Gent. You muſt not ſcape me ſo. 
Pilg. Why, Sir, am I ow Priſoner ? I muſt not be 
_ here. [¶ Aſide.] I have an Inkhorn may frighten 


Sir Gent. Look you, Sir, here's the Inſide of my Pockets; 
L have nothing about me, but Bills of Exchange, and this 
Purſe of Elizabeth Broad Gold: You ſhall fearch me, if 
you pleaſe, | | 
Filg. I have ſearch'd you, and found you, and muſt go 
by you too [Preſents an Inkhorn to his Breaſt, 
Sir Gent. O Lord, Sir, I don't hinder you —— 
Pilg, No, no, you had not beſt, 


_ * 


Sir 
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Sir Gent. Pray take it away: I have a natural Averſion 
to the ſmell of Gun-powder——Tho' twill be difficult 
to get away, for the Servants are order d to ſtop you. 

Filg. How! to ſtop me! ü 

Sir Gent. Now he wont offer to go. | 

Pilg. The Servants order d to ſtop me, do you ſay ? 

— Gent. If — — Pilgrim. | 

Pilg. Then I'll be the Pilgrim no longer — 

7 | defis himſelf 

Sir Gent. What will you be then pray? 

Pilg. £v'n Sir Gentle Golding , 1 wall off in your Per- 
ſon, ſince I can't in my own; I muſt change Out-fides 
with you—-— [Begins to wndreſs Sir Gent. Gold. 
| = 8 Lord, Sir, there's no Occaſion for it: I 

w nothing of a Deſi ou. 

Pilg. ox au om. — N 

Sir Gent. Faith and troth now, what I faid, was only 
to play the Rogue with you. 

Fig. And what I do, is to play the Fool with you. 
You mult ſtrip, Sir. : 

Sir Gent. O, but this is carrying the Jeſt too far. 
Pilg. Look you, you may keep your Worſhip and 
18 — your own wearing; but I muft borrow your 
Cloaths. | 

Sir Gent. At any other time, and welcome; I ſhould 
be pleas'd with the Humour on't; but this is my- firſt 
Day of wearing 'em; belides, there's a Miſtreſs in the 
Cale ——— [ Dreſſes himſelf in Sir Gentle's Cloaths. 

Pilg. As long as you live, prefer a Friend to a Miſtreſs, 
Sir Gentle; come, Sir, a little of your Aſſiſtance. | 

Sir Gent. But I am to ſee her this Evening; and one 
wou'd be well dreſt you know, the firſt time. 
 Pilg. If you muſt ſee your Miſtreſs, vifit her in Maſ- 
querade; 'tis a faſhionable way of beginning an Intrigue 
and a Pilgrims Habit——is as Fanſtarical, as you 
can contrive——---to give a Lady a Curiolity--=— of 


— more of you——and that I know is your Bu- 
8. 0 
Sir Gent. That is my Buſineſs indeed: But if I loſe my 


tO 


Tig. 
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Pilg. 22 nds a * nor ow me; — yon 
wou d ſee her, or little again, iends, 
and give Thanks, 3 N Exit. 

Sir Gent. What a paſs have I brought my ſelf to, by my 
own Policy! Why muſt I needs lye my ſelf out of my 
Cloaths? If 1 held my Tongue, or ſpoke but the 
Truth, he wou'd ha' gone about his s, without in- 
terrupting mine. Now here I muſt ſtay, to be expos d 
in his room: But in a fooliſher Figure, than ever the 
Pilgrim made: He was only diſguis d: But I am ſtript. 
He was drunk indeed; wou'd I were dead drunk, to co- 
ver my Shame, any way; wou'd I had any Diſguiſe. I 
Gad 11! put on the Pilgrim's It can't be worſe with 
me—— Beſides, the Reſpect that is paid to this Cloath- 
ing, will at leaſt carry me fafe to my Lodging. [ Exit. 


SCENE changes to the Street. 
Enter Pilgrim in Sir Gentle Cloaths, with Monſienr 


Traffique. 

Traff. Sir, 1 have accepted theſe Bills already. 

Pilg. I know you have: But my — falling out 
more Extraordinary than l , I am forc'd to preſs 
you for this Bill of 100 Piſtoſes, before the Day. 
 Traff. 1 have fo often ſuffer'd, for thoſe Complemen- 
tal Payments, that I have reſoly'd againſt em: But m 
. Correſpondent gives me an account of Sir Gentle Go 
ing; you ſhall have what Credit you pleaſe with me. 

Pilg. A hundred Piſtoles I have t uſe for. 

Traff. If my Caſhier were at home, you ſhould have 
2 with you; but in the Morning, as ſoon as you 

——v—5——— 
8 Pilg. I ſend my Servant to you— Pray, Sir, what 
| News have you in the City? - | 

Traff. The neweſt, Sir, is of a Filgrim, that is ſuſpected 
of ſomething; I am Imperfe& in the Particulars ; but 
there are Warrants out to apprehend him, that I know, 

Pilg. There's no believing Out- ſides; Sir, your Ser- 
vant. [ Exit Pilg. 


Traff, 


3 
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Traff. So 1 think too: and therefore I will be better 
inform d, whether you are Sir Gentle Golding or no, be- 
fore I leave you. [Exit. 

Enter Pilgrim at another Door. 

Pilg. The hundred Piſtoles, if 1 had receiv'd em, had 
carry'd me off cleyerly, and for ſome time {i my 
Deſigns, in another place, till an Oppertunity had fa- 
vour d me in making a handſame Compoſition with Sir 
Antony about my Jewels —— However, I make a pretty 
good Figure ſtill; here's a good Suit of Cloaths to begin 
the World with again — 

[Strutting and looking on his Cloaths. 
. Enter Courtaut, the Taylor's Man. 
Court, Bleſs your Werſhip, Sir Gentle, long may you 


live to wear em; how do your Cloaths fit you, Sir? 


Cours. Very well, Friend, very well. 

Court. Have you forgot me, Maſter ? 

Pilg. No, no, I han't forgot thee; for I never ſaw 
thee before. 

Court. I am poor Courtaut, your Taylor's Finiſher ; I 
brought your Honour's Cloaths home +þ you this Morn- 
IN 8— 8 a 

g. Did you ſo, did you ſo? | 

Court. By the ſame Token, you faid, you would give 
me — to drink your Health; but you were pleas d 
to it. 

Pile 1 remember 1 give d bed. but the 
next time — 

Court. Ay, an't like your Honour, I am contented to 
ſtay, if my Maſter would: But he has beaten me black 
and blew for leaying the Cloaths behind me, without 
Mony. 

Pilg. Gad forgive me; that I ſhould forget that too 
But come to my Lodging an Hour hence —— 

Court. Pleaſe you, I'll wait upon you now to your 


ng — ” 
Pa 122 ſhall I ſhake him off? [Aſide. 
Court. For I dare not go home without the Mony, or 
ſome part on't? 


Pat. 
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Pilg. Here, take this Purſe, tis more than the Debt, 
but take the reſt for thy ſelf, now I remember thee — 
Enter Traffique with a Servant of Sir Gentle's. 
The Elizabeth broad Gold bas deliver'd me. 
Serv. Yes, Maſter Monſieur, that is my Maſter, Sir Gen- 
tle Golding. You ſhall ſee me ſpeak to him —— 
6 Lox 1 [Goes to the Pilgrim. 
Traff. Young Man, a word with you. {Tp Courtaut. 
Pilg. More Debts to pay! I ſhall fall like an Executor 
without Aſſets. | 
Serv. Sir, I have been about your Buſineſs, with the 
Meſſenger, as you order'd me — | 
Pilg. This is one of my Engliſh Servants it ſeems; Vil 
anſwer him in French to get rid of him. 
Serv. If you were at leiſure —— 
Pilg. Que Demandez vous] que dites vous Laquais ? 
Entendex vous le Frangois, gran ? 
Serv. How's this? I durſt ha' {worn it had been my 
Maſter; but I am ſure he has no more Lan than 
. Tongues, and that his Mother gave him: Beſides he's too 
an Engliſhman, to learn any thing in another Country. 
Pilg. Je ne vous en tens pas, je ne parle pas Anglois. 
Serv. It ſeems I was miſtaken, Sir, this is ſome Out- 
landiſn Man; he can't ſpeak Engliſh. | 
Traff. How, not ſpeak Engliſh ? 
Cours. 'm ſure he paid me for the Suit upon his Back, 
but juſt now, in very good Engliſh — 
Traff. And would have borow'd a hundred Piſtoles of 
me, in as Civil Engliſ 
PFilg. I can ſpeak Engliſh, Gentlemen, I ſpoke French, 
only to try, if that Fellow had learn'd any thing, ſince he 
came into the Country. | 
Serv. I'll have a Trial with you. This is ſome Rogue 
that has murder'd my Maſter — 
Court. And ſtole his Cloaths —— _ 
 Traff. And robb'd him of his Bills of Exchange. 
| Exeunt after the Pilgrim. 
Serv. Murder, Murder; Roguery, Thievery, op him. 
Enter Sir Antony, Valentine, Ilford, ad Abbe. 
. Nay the Pilgrim was in the right, in getting off 
bel ore your Evidence came upon him. Abb. 


if 
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Abb. I never heard of fo Extraordinary a Rogue, as 
he confeſſes himſelf to be in theſe Tablets. 

Val. But that our gentle Knight, ſhould neither hinder” 
him from going, nor be forth-coming himſelt, makes 
me believe ſome Ridiculous Accident has light upon him. 

Sir Ant. Let it be but Ridiculous enough, and I may 
forgive him. q 

Abb. The Ports are ſhut, and for the Pilgrim, if he be 
in the City, we ſball have him again. | | 

Enter Sir Gentle in the Bugrim Habit. 

If. Whar's that fneaks by us ſo? 

Val. Our very, very Saint. [Gathering about bins. 

Sir Ant, Good morrow Pilgrim , 

Abb. Won't you know your Friends? 

If. We were too late for your Levee, But Men of 
your Auſterity and Life never indulge the Fleſh, by ſleep- 
ing long; you are an carly Stirrer. 

Abb. Pray look up: You can do nothing ſure to caſt 
you down. | 

Omnes. Sir Gentle Golding ” 

Sir Gant. Ev'n the very tame. 

Val. What do you in this Habit? 

Sir Gent. Tis whimſical and odd; I had a Mind to try 
if you could know me in this Diſguiſe, - 

Sir Au. O yes, we know you in any Diſguiſe, 
Abb. But there's a Warrant out againſt the Pilgrim ; 
you'll be taken up for him. 

Sir Gent. Why? you don't take me for the Pilgrim 

V But the Government will. | 

Sir Gent, The Government then, will take me for 28 
very Raſcal as lives unhang'd in it. 

Val. But what's become of him ? | 5 

Sir Ant. You were laſt with him 


Val. You have convey'd him away. | 8 


Tf. Or murder'd him 

Abb, You muſt anfwer for him, for you have his 
Cloaths. aa 
2 Gent. Nay if it be fo, III tell you how I came by 

em 


If. 
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I. The whole Truth, and nothing but the Truth. 

Sir Gent. Ill ſee him hang d, before I tell a Lie for a 
Rogue, that has us d me fo ſcurvily —— 

Sir Ant. How ſcurvily, dear Knight? 

Sir Gem. Why, when you left me you know, alone 
with him, he took his Time, when my Back was turn'd, 
and clapt a Piſtol to my Breaſt —— 

Abb. Bleſs the Mark? a Piſtol! 

Val. A Piſtol, Sir Gentle! 

Sir Gent. A double Barrel'd Piſtol. 

Sir Ant. A brace of Bullets in each, I warrant you. 

Sir Gent. I warrant you there were: For he ſwore he 
would ſhoot me thro' the Head 

Tf. The Piſtol was at your Breaſt, Sir Gentle. 

Sir Gent. Breaſt, did I ſay——Did I ſay, at my Breaſt, 
Gentlemen? But Breaſt or Head, Sir—— He ſwore he 
would murder me, if I did not give him my Cloaths, to 
make his Eſcape in. 

Val. And fo, you gave him your Cloaths ? 

Sir Gent, No, I thank you; that were to make my ſelf 
Acceſſory; I put him to the Trouble of taking em. 

Abb. And very wiſely done, Sir. 

Sir Ant. So he ſtript you? | 

Sir Gent. To my very Shirt, I'll make Oath on't, be 
fore a Magiſtrate. 


Tf. You put on his Cloaths then, as one may ſay, in 


ur own Defence? 
Sir Gent. You may ſo _ 
Abb. Stick there, Sir, Se do will bri off. 
Sir Gent. 1 muſt ha gone home Naked elſe. © 9 
Sir Ant. And could you have paſs d ſullenly by us, and 
conceal'd ſuch an occafion of Laughing at you? 
Sir Gent. Prithee, Sir Antony, no more on't. 
Officers bring in the Pilgrim. Euter Monſieur Traffique, 
Courtaut, and Sir Golding's Servant. 
Serv. Bring him along: Bring him along 
Val. What Rabble bave we here? 
Serv. We are enow to hang one Rogue, or we de- 
ſerve to beat Hemp for one another. 
Abb, Where are you haleing the Gentleman? 
* Pilg. 
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Pilg, Sir Antony, I am in your Power; ſtand but my 
Friend in this Buſineſs, and me off, you ſhall make 
your own Conditions about the Jewels— 

[ He and Sir Antony 

Serv. I'll ſwear point-blank my Maſter's Murder upon him. 

Abb. Who is your Maſter, Friend? 

Serv. Sir Gentle Golding, and like you; and I am his 
Man. 


Sir Gent. Ay, tis my Man indeed, would 1 were his 
Maſter again. 

2 You my Maſter, you Raſcal! my Maſter's a 
Knight —— 

* Now Abbe, I am even with you and your 
Pilgrim: But fince I have brought him ſo far into this --4 
ſineſs, *tis matter of Conſcience to bring him out 
I was provided for his Impertinence; and fince 1 Sold 
not make him drunk, I gave him an Opiate to expoſe 
him as if he were; for that urpoſe I removed him to 

our Houſe: But coming to himſelf — expected, 
ſcap'd that Defign — 

Filg. And finding the Diſgrace ready to fall on me, 
and in your Houſe” I made bold to Lange Cloaths with 
Sir Gentle Golding —— 

Sir Gent. 'Tis true indeed, Gentlemen. 

Pilg. But fince Matters are brought to a clearing, I am 
ready to return 'em to the Gentleman, 

Sir Ant. As you had em, I hope? 

Pilg. Every thing but his Purſe; which 1 was fore 
to give his Tailor there to get rid of him, - 

Abb. Return the Purſe. 

Traf. Ill ſee your Maſter paid. [To Courtaut. 
The hundred Piſtoles are ready, Sir. [To the Pilgrim. 

Pilg. For Sir Gentle Golding, 1 only haſten'd you. 

Sir Gent, Why, how did you — I — ſuch a 
Sum ? 

Traf. It ſhall be paid to you, or your Order. | 

Sir Gent. Pray pay it to no body elſe. 

[Exeunt Trafhque and Courtaut. 

Abb. You've done your Duty, Gentlemen; tis 
well. Pilgrim, a word with you, _—- [Takes him aſide. 


- 
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Val. How this fooling has run away with the Time! B 

oY = [ Looks on's Watch, | 

Sir Ant. I'll be for you immediately. 

[Takes Sir Gentle aſide. 

Val. Within a quarter of Ten already! 

IF. 1 ſhould ha been glad to ha made one, Valentine. 

Val. I thank you; but Numbers may diſcover us, and 
Sir Antony won't be out of the Buſineſs. 

Abb. Do me but this piece of Service, and I won't 
only pardon you, but reward you well when you ha 
don't, Beſides, tis a kind of Revenge upon Sir Antony. 

Pilg. I am at your Mercy, and you ſhall command me 
any thing. 779 

Hf. Sir Gentle ſays, you drew a Piſtol upon him. 5 

Val. That was not according to the Law of Arms. 

Fig. T can't tell how his Fear repreſented it, but i v 
was an Inkhorn that diſarm'd him. 

Sir Ant. You won't fail, when I ſend for you? 

Sir Gent. I'll but change Cloaths with that Gentleman, 
and be ready as ſoon as you pleaſe. | th 

[Exennt Sir Gentle, Pilgrim, and Servant: 

Sir Art. Now Valentine have with you —— 

Abb. Tis near upon your Appointment with my 
Neice: I'll ſecure her Father within, the better co favour 
her running away from him, . 

M. 1 with you well, Gentlemen. [They go out ſeveral 

ways, Ilford and the Abbe; but Sir Ant. and Val. together. 


SCENE changes to the Back-ſide of a Great go 
Houſe with Gardens, 5 


Euter Count Varole with ſix Bravo's. * 

Ver. To morrow; let but once to morrow come, 
And ſhe is mine, marry'd, and wholly mine: 
If then not wholly mine, twill be my Fault. 
| Gentlemen, we muſt be every where ro Night: 
4 This Engliſhman, that dares to Rival me, 
May attempt farther; if he ſhould, I think 
Floriante but too inclin'd to pardon him, 
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But we'll prevent the worſt. (Whiſite.) | | 
[Valentine and Sir Antony make the Signal at the 
'Garden-doer, which opens upon it. Floriante retires up- 
vn the Noiſe of Swords, trying Murder. _ 
Stand and obſerve their Motions. 
Nay, then tis he; be ſire you Murder him.” 
Count Canaile enters with Sword in Hand, runs to 
Valentine and Sir Antony againſt the Bravo. 
Can. Villains and Murderers--- I hope you are not hurt. 
Val. Thank your Aſſiſtance, Sir. 
Sir Ant. If I am not a Man in this point, Ill never 
wear Breeches more. 
Val. I know 'twas Count Verole. er 
Can. He has not rais d himſelf in my Eſteem by this 
baſe Action —— | 
Enter Floriante. 
What do you out of Doors? 
Flo, I could not ſtay within, knowing your Danger. 
Can. Tis over, now retire. | 
Ho. Pray pardon me; if I have done any undecent 
thing, my Duty cauſed it in my Fears for you. ¶ Exit. 
Val. Pm ſorry I have alarmed your Family. 
Sir Ant. 1 dare far for kind hers. | 
Can. So far tis well, Sir: If you think your ſelf ob- 
liged for what is paſt, ſhew it in what's to come ; for- 
bear my Houſe, my Daughter is diſpos d of: So Good- 
night, [ Exit. 
Sir Ant. 3 Advice, Valentine: Since you can't 
make it a night with his Daughter, make it as 
good as you can with ſome body elſe. 
Val. Why Faith, the Expectation of her has raiſed me 
into a Deſire of any thing in Petticoats. 
Sir Ant. What think you of my Engliſh Lady? 
Val. You owe me a Favour there, Sir Antony. | 
Sir Ant. To Night I'll pay it then; I have an Appoint 
ment upon me now ; but-not being in ſo perfe& a Con- 
= 1 her, you ſhall make an End of my 
varrel. 
Val. With all my Heart. 1 
Sir Au. Ill ſend my 9 you. = 
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Val. He, like other wife Men, makes no ſcruple of ql 
Pimping, when he gets by the Employment. 2 
Sir Ant. Then you are not one of thoſe fine Gentle- lo 
-men, who becauſe they are in Jove with one Woman, 
can lie with no body elſe? ZAP 
Val. Not I. Faith Knight; I may be a Lover, but J 
muſt be a Man. 
Sir Ant. When the dear Days of Rambling Joys v. 


aære oer, 
When Nature grudges to ſupply your Whore, 
There's Love enough for Marriage left in flore. [Exexat. in 
— — an 
ACT IV. SCENE I. M 
0 
Esser Waitwell Altair d, with Sir Gentle Golding, |} ? | 
it 
Tait. CIR Antony not being able to wait u ou in 
8 Me he » has defied 2 his ten 
Friend=—— ' | 
Sir Gent. Sir, your moſt humble Servant. yo! 


Wait. To fhew you the Way. | 
Sir Gent. 1'll ſhew my good Breeding, and follow 


> But 
Wai. The Lady is at preſent in — when ſhe has in 
diſpatch'd her own Buſineſs, ſhe'll be ready for yours. 0 

Sir Gent. Then ſhe's a Woman of Buſineſs. ous 

Wait. And of —— too, Sir: If you love Pictures, | 
there's a Gallery will take up your Thoughts till the La- all 
dy's at leiſure to employ em better, I'll let her know 8 
you're here. | [Exit, | 

Sir Gent. How Ceremony diſguiſes any thing! I can't me 
take this civil Gentleman for a Pimp, tho' I have Occa- rigl 


fion for him; nor this Houſe for a Bawdy- houſe, tho $ 
I have a Mind to make it one. Would Sir Antony were and 
here, to encourage me with his Impudence: When 1 


have Company to halloo me, I. can faſten like'a Bull: dog. Sir 
But I have a villanous Suſpicion, that when I ſee this _ he's 
1 Y, 


* 
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dy, 1 ſhall take her for a civil Gentlewoman; abuſe her 
2 way ſbe does not deferye; think too well of her, and 
loſe my Labour. [ Exif, 


SCENE changes to a Bed-Chamber. 
A $ ON G. . 
Valentine following Sir Antony Love in her Woman's Cloaths. 


Val. Faith Madam, your Entertainment will keep you 
in Countenance; you may own the making of it, 

Sir Ant, You'll truſt your Stomach with a covered Diſh 
another time, Sir? 

Val. You may ſhew your Face after it, and expect the 
Thanks of the — s | 

Sir Ant. And diſgrace the Reputation I have gat with 
you in other things. 

Val. Nay, if you think ſo, I would not have you ſhew 
it for the World. | | 
— That were to ruin the Compliment you ir- 

me. = 

Val. But after all, if your Face ſhould be as delicate as 
your other Charms 

Sir Aut. But if it ſhould not be as delicate 

Val. Then keep it to your ſelf; but tis pity tis not: 
— it what it is, I will pay ſome part of my Thanks 
in adviſing you. 10 

Sir Ant. You would ſay Grace and be gone, my ſerie 
ous Sinner, would you ? 
*. Only to ſure of coming again Child, that's 


Sir An. Some of that all, I beſeech you—— 

Val. My Doctrine will turn to thy uſe, Child, and lead 
me often to thee, if thou haſt but the Grace to make the 
right Application. | 

Sir Ant, Good Holder-forth, bate your damn'd Faces, 
and begin. | * 
os Why how. in the firſt Place, about our Friend 

Amony; he's a very Fellow I t you; bur 
he's a Boy, a giddy- Boy—— a 
L 2 | Sir 
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Sir Ant. A little too young indeed to be truſted 


- ence enough to value you: All Women are alike to the 


young Fellows ; as indeed all Fellows are alike to the 


young Women; neither Sex chuſes well, till they come 


to an Age of Diſcretion. | 
-Sir Ant. There I am with you indeed. 
Fal. There is a maturity requir'd'in. Love, as in other 
"Fruits, to — the true Relifh — it to the diſtin- 
iſning Palate of an Epicure. I am ſome - thing a better 
, that Pleaſure than he can be : And I think fit- 
ter, a great deal, for an Intrigus with your Ladyſhip, 


both in Diſcretion and Performance 


Sir Ant. Than Sir Antony can be. [Shews her Face. 
Val. Sir Antony in Petticoats, my good Friend Mrs. 
7 


Sir Ant. But are not you a Rogue, Valentine? Not to 
receive a Courteſie from a Lady by the favour of your 
Friend, but you muſt abuſe your Truſt, and ſupplant the 
very Intereſt that rais d you to her? 

Val. I am co indeed! But are you Sir Antony 
Love? 

Sir Ant. All but my Petticoats. | 

Val. And are you fure you're a Woman? 

Sir Ant. Are not you ſure of that, Sir? | 

Val. I am; and . with the Certainty —— 
Now every Pleaſure paſt comes oer my Thoughts: 
How many Opportunities have I loſt, | 
That you have giv'n me, and muſt anſwer for! 

Sir Ant, There are as many to come ; you ſhall com- 
mand em all. | 59 

Val. Now I remember; you father'd a Baſtard for me, 
at Pari. | 

Sir Ant. I had the Reputation of it indeed; and ſhould 
have had the Cow with the Calf; for her Father purſu'd 
| | me 
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me to marry her, thro all means of Accommodation, in- 
do the ſtrait at laſt of confoſſing my Sex to the Engliſh | 
Ambaſſador— - ann 
Val. This you never told me before. . 
Sir Ant. He had her puniſh'd, and ſecur d me in his 
b Family, as long as I ſtaid there; for you know, he was 
n a Man of Honour —— F 
. Val. And a Man of Gallantry too, Madam, that knew 
0 which way to improve ſuch a piece of good Fortune 
Sir Ant. As well as any Body; and fo he did Valentine: 
By his Generoſity and good Uſage he preſs'd me ſo very 
a far, that not being able to anſwer the Obligations I had 
0 to him, (having you in my Head at that very time) 1 
· was forc d to run away from him, to get rid of him. 
Y Val. How could you keep this from me fo long? 
Sir Ant. Now 'tis more welcome to you. 
Val:Had-I known it before, it had been in my Power 
c Sir Ant, Not to marry me, I hope, Valentine! But if 
| you could be in that Mind (which I neither. defire, nor 
—— I know you too well, to think of ſecuring you - 

t way. : 
Be But I would not have engag'd my ſelf, any where 
elle 

Sir Ant. I know your En ents to Floriante; and 

you ſhall marry her. That will diſengage you, I warrant 
you. 

Val. You continue your Opinion of Marriage. 

Sir Ant. Floriante; 1 grant you, would be a dangerous 
Rival in a — : 

Val. Nothing can Rival thee. * : 

Sir Ant. And you might linger out, a long liking of 
her, to my Uneaſineſs, wn your own; but — : 
— is mine: I can't apprehend her in a 

ife. | 

Enter Waitwell. e 

Sir Ant, Well Governor, what think you of my Ma- 
nagement? 

Wait. Why, if you take but half the Pains in your Pro- 
fit, that you have ſpent in your Pleaſure, I think we 
r the Knight —— 4 ; 

13 VS. - | 


a Waren iert: J, 


. Val. Sir Gentle Golding! he's in Debe indeed : I 
had not leiſure to remember him. o 
Sir Ant, We'll —_ at him at leiſure, a 
Wait. He's in the Gallery, expecting your Pleaſure. 
Sir Ant. My Pleafure is to ſee him, bring him ia. 
| { Exit Waitwell. 
I promis'd him a Miſtreſs, you muſt know: "Twill be 
fooliſh enough to obſerve him, when be diſcovers me ; 
pray (tay, and laugh with me. 
Val. The Interview muſt needs be ridiculous. 
| Goes to the Door. 
Sir Gentle Golding introduc d by Waitwell: He is ſur- 
prix d at the fight of Sir Antony. 
Wait. My Office ends, where the Lady begins; I'll 
leave you to her. 
Sir Gent. Pray, Sir, a word with you 
Wait. The fewer the better, till you have ſaluted her: 
You ſee ſhe expects it. 
Sir Gent. I ſhould have — her indeed: But the — 


Sir Ant. My Face has FW him, I believe. 

Sir Gent. Pray, did I never ſee this Gentlewoman be- 
fore ? 

Hae. You beſt can tell that, Sir; but you are con- 
cern'd at ſomething. 

Sir Gent. A little concern'd 1 am indeed, but tis only 
to know, whether I know her, or no. 

Wait. In your Tour of France, you may have ſeen her; 
ſhe's of the Country. | 

Sir Gent. A French Woman? 

Wait. Of Languedock. 

Sir Gent. I durſt ba' {worn ſhe was — Woman! 

Wait. Born and bred among us. 

Sir Gent. I'm glad on't, with all my Heart. For 1 
knew a little Woman, but a great Devil, ſo like her in 
England 

Mit. Very like, Sir. 

Sir Gent. That faith — Geck I was down-right « con- 
founded at the fight of her, 


Wait. 


r Ma. mani. 
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14 Wait. Some Miſtreſs, that you have forſaken —— 
Sir Gent. O fie, Sir, I never do thoſe things 

Wait. I warrant you, and the guilt of her i] Uſage 

haunts you up and down, in her Shape. | 

| Sir Gent. Nay, I deſerye it indeed if it ſhould be ſo; 

ell. for I was too barbarous to the poor Devil, conſidering 1 
be was the firſt that undid her. | 

e; [Sir Antony making 4 Curiſie, points Sir Gentle tou Chair. 

ait. See, Sir, the Lady would have you fit down by 

her; I never ſaw her make ſuch Adyances before; you - 


07 are very much in favour. | 

15 Siren. Soft and fair. I muſt be more in your Fa- 
your, before I have done with you. | 

U Wait. She does not ſpeak Engliſh. But there's an uni- 


verſal Character in Love, which every Creature can com- 
prehend ; when ſhe has you alone, ſhe'll grope out your 
Meaning, 1 warrant you. E ui. 
Sir Gent. So, ſince we have nothing to {ay to one ano- 
, ther, we ſhall loſe no time in Compliments; 1 like ber 
- exceedingly: Tho' I never look upon her, but Lucia 
comes in my Thoughts; ſhe's ſo very like that jiling 
Jade, I ſhall never love her heartily: A Week will be 
. the fartheſt I ſhall be conſtant to her. What Sign ſhall I 
make, to put her in mind of her Bed-chamber? Mony 
{peaks all Languages, this Purſe will be my Interpreter. - 
Voultz vous, Do me the grand Favour —»= | 
Sir Ant. But how ſhall we do to underſtand one ano- - 
ther? You ſpeak no French, and I ſpeak no Engle; tis 
impoſſible to underſtand one another. 
Sir Gent. Madam; you do ſpeak Engliſh —— 
Sir Ant, I underſtand it a little; enough to know I re- 
ſemble one —— what do you call her, Lucia, ay, Lacia, 
a jilting Jade, you don't like; that for that zcan you - 
— 77 mp — conſtant above a Week : 
I rſtand ſo much, wi ſpeaking % as | 
find to be underſtood. u FRA 
Sir Gent, I find 1 do underſtand you. 


Sir Ant. But I'll try to ſpeak = to you. 
Dr 


Sir Gent, Nay, you ſpeak. enough, Mrs, * 
Would I were any where, ow id of ou. __ 
4 ; Sir 
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Sir Ant. You ſee, we were not to part ſo. Fortune 
will have me oblig'd to you: 1 have almoſt ſpent the 


5ool. I borrow'd of you. | 
Sir Gent. I'm glad I had it for you, Madam. 
Sir Ant. And faith, tis very kind, in an old Acquaint- 
ance, to follow me into France, to ſupply me again: I 
know you came a Purpoſe — 


Sir Gent. Not quite a Purpoſe — 

Sir Ant. No, not quite a Purpoſe, ſome little Buſineſs by 
the by of your own, you might haye, I grant you: But 
this Purſe you never deſign'd for me. 

Sir Gent. I'll force nothing upon you, Madam; y 
may give it me again, if you don't like it. 

Sir Ant. Yes, yes; the Purſe is an amiable Purſe, and 
very well to be lik'd; only the Sum does not amount to 
my Occaſions: There's no retreating, Sir Gentle, you are 
in my Power, and, without a Ranſom, muſt continue 
my Priſoner; you know I never want a Piſtol upon theſe 
occaſions; tis not the firſt time I have robb'd you. 

Sir Gent. Any Compoſition; but don't murder me; 
you know I hate a Piſtol. | | 

Sir Ant. What have you in your Pockets? Nothing but 
Papers? 

Sir Gent, You have got already all the Mony 1 had 
about me. 

Sir Ant. About you! with a Pox to you: Muſt I be ſo 
anſwer'd? And why had not you more about you? Stay, 
here's a Bill of 100 Piſtoles, at — ſhall excuſe you — 

Sir Gent. Tis very well it does. 

Sir Ant. Payable to you, or your Order? Who's there? 
523 Enter Waitwell. 
Run, and receive this Bill for the Gentleman. 
Wait. He ſhould Indorſe it firſt. 
Sir Ant. Come, Sir, you muſt lend Ar. Order. 
Sir Gent. No borrowing among Friends; Il give it 
you, to Monſieur Traffique. 
[Writes, and gives Sir Ant. the Bill, and Sir Ant. gives 
it to Waitwell, who goes out. | 
Sir Ant. Why, that's well ſaid. 

Sir Gent. You live as it were by your Wits; *tis better 

I ſhould loſe a little Mony, than you ſhould forget your 
Trade, for want of Employment, Sir 
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Sir Ant. A great deal RR Gentle! But I muſt 
lock till the Mony be paid. | 

Sir Gent Ay, ay, with all my Heart; but he won't 
ſeruple the Payment. . 

Sir Ant. The next time I do you this Favour, take 
care to be better provided; don't let me loſe my Labour 

you, I as a Friend to you, 

Sir Gent. LH take your Advice. a 

Sir Ant. If I were not juſt upon my leaving the Town, 
— you ſhould not 
get off {; 7 5 

Sir Gent. I am beholding to you: But I am ſorry we 
loſe you ſo ſoon. 

Sir Ant. You may find me again, if Chriſtendom ſtands 
where it does a Twelye-month to an end; let not that 
trouble you. [Exit after Sir Gentle. 

Valentine comes forth. 
val. Thus all things are provided for by Fate: 
The witty Man enjoys the Fool's Eſtate. 
So Rich ard Poor, let em compute their Gains; 
One has his Lot in Lands, and one in Brains. 
And 'tis but Juſtice Fortune ſhould do more 
For him, who being born ſo, would be poor. [ Exit. 


SCE N E change. to abe Street. 


Enter Count Canaile and Abbe. 


Cas. I allow all you ſay: And laſt Night's Action has 
not declin'd the Count from my Eſteem, more than it 
raiſes Valentine. 

Abb. He'll keep your Daughter more orderly than a 
Nunnery can: Ev'n let him marry her. 

Can. You know, I'm out of own Power and Choice. 

Abb. Hang your Choice; you may be aſham'd on't. 

Can. Indeed I do t it; but my Word and- Repu- 
tation are engag d to him. 

Abb. Is that a Man to make a Grandfather? a 

Can. No other ſhall, by Floriante, make me one: And 
therefore ſhe ſhall be Religious, and take the Habit in 
her Siſter's Room —— | + | 


226 Sm Ax rox LovE : Or, 


Ab. What, make a Nun of har, againſt her Will! 
Can. To cut off all Pretenders; but to pare how 1 
regard your Friend, Chariot you know, interior in no- 
thing but her Years, if Valentine likes her, ſhe has my 
— * Viſits at the Grate: ME 
conquer her, he has gain'd me. . [ Exit, 
Abb. Let him — and he conquers thee. 
| Palmer enters in anothar Di/gu(ſe. | 
Ab my little Palmer! You lye as cloſe as a Man in a Pro- 
clamation; but you are a Pilgrim of Honour, I find 
Palm. Where I am engag d, Sir — 
Ab. Sir Antony can never diſcover thee. | 
Turns him about. 
Palm. I warrant I do your Buſineſs —— 
Abb. And your own Buſineſs —— | 
Palm. My own Buſineſs to be ſure, and Sir Antony's 
too, or I ſhall loſe my Labour. . 
Abb. About it, about it inſtantly, and proſper, my lit- 
tle Palmer. | [Exit Palmer. 
Enter Valentine with Sir Antony and Sir Gentle, 
Abb. Valentine! I have ſome News for you: | 
[Walks off with him. 
Sir Ant. But you amaze me, Sir Gentle 
Sir Gent. It would amaze one indeed, Sir Antony. 
Sir Ant. Tis the oddeſt piece of Roguery and Impu- 
dence that I have heard of. | | 
Sir Gent. Ay, ſo tis, 'tis pretty odd, and impudent in- 


Sir Ant. A cheating Gypſie; I warrant ſhe has had her 

Eye upon you, from your firſt coming to Town. 

Sir Gent. Nay, not unlikely. 

Sir Ant. I began to ſuſpect her my ſelf, ſhe preſt me 

ſo often to bring you. 

Sir Gent. Ah; if T had known that, Sir Antony! 

Sir Ant. Why, what if you had? 

Sir Gent. Why, I would ha' ſtaid away; but if you 

had been with me, it had been the better tor me. 

Sir Ant. Much at one for that, I believe. But is ſhe 

gone out of Town, do you ſay? You ſhould have ap- 

prehende d her a 4 
_ —— ir 
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dv. Pugh, pugh— ſhe's gone from her Lodging, 
| amn — 


Sir Aut. Tis very well ſhe's 
* -x Ay, ſo it is: And I pe 1 mall never 8 


* 1 dre ive for him, g, - his Heart, 
Vier Palmer 0 

well, Sif—— Buſineſs with me? If it be grave or 
wiſe, keep it your own Uſe; I never approve Diſ- 
cretion in any Man, but a Pimp. 

Palm. Sir, you may ſay what you pleaſe, or call me 
what you pleaſe — 

Sir Ant. Nay, Sir, I honour you, © employs yo 

— 5 


Palm. Then I am one, and one 


Sir Anz. Begin your Employment, that I may go a- 


bout mine. 
Palm. Why then, Sir, in few Words; there's 2 Lady 


dying for you 

Sir Ant. ] never viſit the Sick, let herdie in peace: 
But don't let a Prieſt come near her; be Il ask her bawdy 
Queſtions, when ſhe has a Mind to be ſerious. © 


Palm. She's only dying for you, Sir. 
Sir Ant. Were ſhe living for me, I could ay ſome- 


thing to her; if ſhe make a Will, as far as the Legacy 
goes, I may remember her. | 
Palm. Your Mirth becomes you, Sir; but the Ladys 
in very good Healch, and, in ſhort, only dying in deve 
with you. 
Sir Ant. Short and ſweet. | 
Palm. And has a Mind -— | 
Sir Ant. I know her Mind; and what ſhe has a Mind | 


to. 
Palm. You kijow the World ee Sir; to excuſe a - 
Lady in Love * 
Sir Ant. And abſolve her too. | 
Palm. Tho' ſhe ſhould have a Husband—— 
Sir Ant. For making him a Cuckeld=— — 
Palm. Not to make a Practice of it, 


Sir Am, The oftner the better, 


* * r — 
© —ͤ—i/ . wo Bowls. —— 2 P 
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Palm. Nay indeed; there's a great deal to be ſaid 
for the poor Women; how can they help or avoid their 
— | | 

en are to blame, who like young Conjurers, prove 
(Safe in the Circle of a Wedding: | 
The Magick Spell of Wedlock upon Love: 

So, Cuckolds make themſelyes by marrying. 

Sir Ant. Very Caſuiſtically brought about, Sir. And 1 
am ſa much of your Opinion, that I think the Lady can- 
not do her ſelf a better Juftice, nor me a greater Fayour, 
than allow me to wait upon her on ſuch an occaſion. 

Palm. That ſhe does in this Billet: And if you think. it 
worth your while to viſit her will do you richer, 
and greater Favours. 


Sir Aut. I am at preſent engag d but in the Even- 


po _ 

Palm. The Evening would do well: I am bid to ſay, 
her Husband's out of Town, the reſt her Note will 
beſt inform you in. Going. 

Sir Aut. Then this ſhall be my Guide. 

Palm. 1 may cheat you out of your Cunning, before 
I ha' done with you. | [ Exit, 

Sir Ant. Why, what the Devil am I engaging in again! 
I, ſhall draw all the Wamen in Town upon me, at this 


rate: Maids, Wives, and Widows, have one Curioſity er 


another always to be — I have a Reputation a- 
mong 'em; and if I don't keep it up, by anſwering their 
Rations —— I ſhall fail of mine, in my Frolicks, 
be diſcover'd; and that I have no mind to be yet a 
while! But how the Devil ſhall.I anſwer their Expecta- 


tions — Or this Lady's in particular, who has beſpoke 


me for her Evening Service? If I go, I ſhall diſappoi 
her more than if 1 ſtay away; and I know, — 2 


ſhe would be as much concern'd for me, to find me no 


Man, as at another time ſhe. would. be for her ſelf, to be 
found no Maid, if ſhe had a Mind to be thought one. 
O here comes Valentine ! 
Enter-Valentine. 
Val. I would as ſoon be a Lawyer as a Lover at this 
rate. Following a Miſtreſs to no purpoſe, is as bad as 


8 trudging 
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to Weſtminfler for no Fee. Can you cor- 
unnery for me, my little Knight! * 

Sir Ant. I will do any thing for you — but firſt you 
muſt lend me your Limbs, to carry on a Deſign—— 


Abb. Thou art a moſt. inco Fellow, Palmer ; 
the. Prince of Pimps and Pilgrims! But what! Sir 
— young ſmoaky Rogue I warrant you, he ſuſpected 

met — 0 * 

Palm. Not a bit of Suſpicion. : 

Abb, He might ſcruple it at firſt, you know. © 

Palm. Firſt nor laſt, he made no Scruple at all! But 
came into my Net, as faſt as I could ſpread it for him! 

Abb. But came into my Net, as faſt as I could { 
it for him! Prettily expreſt upon the occaſion! And I 
ſhall love a Setting-dog, as long as I live, for the fake of 
38 jad ie pleaſes 

Palm. I'm. glad it | 

Abb. Pleaſes me! Yes, org” pleaſes me! every thing 
pleaſes me. But ha! my Boy! he muſt not get from us, 
now we have him in the Net. 

Palm. Tis our Fault, if he does. 

Abb. Why, Sir Antony has us d thee but ſcurvily 

Palm. To my Coſt. ; 

Abb. And Revenge is very natural 

Palm, And very ſweet. 1 

Abb. Revenge is ſweet indeed; it muſt be ſweet; a 
ſweet Revenge, upon ſo ſweet a Boy: And. 8 


Word; I'll do you that Juſtice upon him: For Ill 
you, what I intend to do with him 
Palm. A 5 pra Sir. ; 
Abb, Why — firſt place I intend not to open 


my Lips upon that Subject. But I mean 
Palm. I hope ſo, Sir. | 
Abb. If. I can compaſs my Deſign, I mean —— 
Palm. What do you mean? 
bb. Not to explain my ſelf, Palmer Ah Rogue 
But you know what I mean. | [Exennt, 


SCENE 
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SCE N E changes to Sir Antony's Lodging. | 
Enter Sir Antony, and Ilford. | 


Sir Ant. Why to tell you the Truth, Merd, there is a 


Woman in the caſe; I expect her every Minute. 
M. I fancy d fome ſuch thing. | 
Sir Ant, She is a thing to be fancy'd; and you would 
think fo, if _ her. 
Tf. Do I know her, Sir Antony? . 
45 Ant. You have ſeen her. 
Tf. What, nothing more of her? 
Sir Ant. None of your peeviſn Queſtions. 
Tf. Tis not Volante: 
— Ant, If it were, you don't come to quarrel for 
17 | 
Tf. Not 1 faith, Knight: I come in abſolute good Na- 
ture to viſit you. | 
Sir Ant. Why indeed, I could not expect the Fayour at 
your Hands, as Matters ſtand between us. 
. Nothing ſhall ſtand between us: Nothing did, but 
a Woman; and I come to ſtrike up a Friendſhip, offen- 
ſive and defenſive with you, by making a very fair Offer 
to diſpoſe of her. | 
4 An. If you mean Volame, ſhe will diſpoſe of her 
f. | 
EF. I know ſhe would diſpoſe of her ſelf to you: But 
you won't marry her, Sir Antony: Now I am one of 
thoſe fooliſh Fellows, who don't apprehend a Danger, 
till they are in't. T never think of being a Cuckold: 1 
love Volante, and would marry her Come, come, 
there are Women enow for the ill-natur'd purpoſe of 
= Love; quit her to me, do a generous thing to a 
oman that loves you; and to a Man, who d en- 
gage you for a Friend. 
Sir Ant. Why Faith, ford, I would do a great deal for 
you ; but I muſt do ſomething for her. 
Do me a Fayour, and don't unde her Fame. 
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Sir Aut. But there's the Pleaſure ont 
To ruin the Woman that loves you 54 

Sir Ant. Not fo much out of ill Nature to her, as good ' 
Nature to my ſelf: Reputation muſt be had: And we young 
Men raiſe ours out of the Ruin of the Womens. 

IM. But Volante is a Woman of. Quality. and has Rela- 
tions to do her Right, if you don't do her Reaſan, 

Sir Ant. Would — Brotker; to make a Buſineſs 
on't: He could not do her ſo much Right, in ral. for 
her, as he would do me Reaſon, in making it of 
the Town, 

If. That would ſet it about indeed. 6 | 

Sir Ant. If I ſhould fay, I had lain with her; or en- 
deavour to ſet it a-foot, twould fall of it ſelf. 

EH. As an impotent Piece of Vanity, or Folly, in a 

Sir Ant. But no body dares make a doubt of a 
when a Relation has taken an honourable Care, by a 
Duel, to fix the Scandal in the Family. | 

Tf. Why, truly I think the Men of Honour are out in 
that Buſineſs: Scandal does not fall into the Hands of a 
Surgeon, like the Wounds of the Body for a Cure: O- 
pening and Probing makes the Malad) but more inve- 
terate, and the leaft Air taints it to a Mortiſication. 

Sir Ant. It heals beſt of it ſelf, without a Plaiſter. | 

Hf. And Time muſt finiſh the Work. I have obſerved 
ſome Women live themſelyes into a ſecond Reputation 

Sir Au. And other Women, who by a natural Negli- 
gence, never ſetting up for any, from the Freedom of 
their Behaviour, have paſs d uncenſur'd in thoſe publick 
Places, and Pleaſures, which would have undone Ladies 
of a ſprucer Converſation, but to have appear d in. | 

IJ. So that tis not what they do, but not doing all of 
a Piece, that ruins their Character, and undoes the Wo- 
men — | 

Sir Ant. And condemns the Men too: For 'tis not any 
Man's Opinion, but his ſhifting it to the Occaſion, that 
makes him a Raſcal; as let his Qpinion be what it will, 
if he continues the fame, and acts upon a Principle, he 

. may 
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may be an honeſt Man: mmm 
adviſe a Friend to. 


If. But this is from my Buſineſs, Sir Antony !- i al 

— 22 the Diffcutis of — and the Ba 
of enjoying Vi — Woman 
— be the — Intri — 

Sir Ant. Why indeed the e would often be the 
ob ha were the as difficult to be n as 
Tf. It laune the Danger doubles your Delight. 

Sir Ant. And we naturally covet, what we are forbid; 
for very often 'tis the bare Pleaſure of breaking the Com- 
mandment, that makes another Man's Wife more deſira- 
ble than his own. 

M. As at preſent, the bare Pleaſure of o oppoling my 
Intereſt, has carry'd on yours with Volante, farther than 
otherwiſe you deſign d. 

Sir Ant. Why Faith, there's ſomething in that too, I. 
ford: Not but I have a very 2 Opinion of the-Lady. 

If. Well, Sir Antony, I w u would think it worth 
your while, to make a Friend * me —— 

Sir Ant. I would make a Friend of you. 

Tf. Reſign your Title then: Tis but giving me now, 
what in a little time you will decline ot your ſelf: Make 
Volante mine, and make me yours. 

Sir Ant. I would with all my Heart; if I could do it 
with Honour. 

. I warrant you; with Honour. 

3 But how can I diſengage my ſelf? Matters are 

great way between us ſhe's coming up to 

Tae whiſper and goes out.] Step into that 
Cloſet, you will over-hear what we ſay; I won't 

oy I can do you — with — but 141- do you 

— good Ten; that you may be ſure of, and depend 


off At leaſt, ſceing her here, will do ſome good upon 


[ Goes ia. 
Enter Volante. 
Sir Amt, O Madam, you are _ as your Word: 5 
| Vi 
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Pol. ] can it, ſee, at your coſt, when I like 
the pb dra . e 2 — 

Sir Ant. We Men ae not more punctual to an Ap- 
pointment, upon the hopes of a new Miſtreſs, than you 
Women are, upon the firſt Promiſe of a Husband. 

Vol. And it ſtands us upon to be diligent in both Sexes. 
For neither the Men, nor the Women, continue long in 
the Mind of allowing thoſe Favours. * 

Sir Ant. Why Faith, Child, the beſt Excuſe for fooliſh 
things (As Marriage you allow to be one—— — 

Vol. A convenient fool thing.) | 

Sir Aut. Is the doing em without thinking. But, 
what Madam, can't a Man ſport off a little innocent 
Gallantry with a Lady, without being ſerious à both 
ſides; you are in earneſt, I ſee. 

Vol. Why there's the Jeſt. 

Sir Ant. And keep me to my Word. 

Vol. On my Word will I. 

Sir Ant. You take all Advantages. 

Vol. L may be allowed to take what Advantags I can 
Eg I ſhall be ſure to be the Loſer in the 
en 


Sir Ant. In all Plays, one fide maſt be the Loſer; but 
Marriage is the only Game, where no body can be the 
Winner. 

Vol. That's making an il! Bett indeed, where we may 
loſe, and can't win; yet I am reſoly'd to venture. 

Sir Ant. But Child, haſt thou no more Mercy 2 
my Youth, my Dreſs, my Wit, and good Humour, 
to make a Husband of me ! 

Vol. Since you could not have me on your own Terms, 
I know you'll take me on mine. 

Sir Ant, Well, there's nothing but cheating in Love : 
Very often indeed we are before-hand with the Women ; 
but when we m 'em, I'm ſure they cheat us. 

Vol. And when do I cheat you, Sir Antony ? 

Sir Ant. Have a care of cheating ſelf, Madam? 

Vol. Nay, one time or other, all Women are to be 
fool'd; and I had rather you ſhould have the profit of me, 
than any Body elſe. gi 

a ir 
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Sir Ant, And Pleaſure too, I beſeech you. I am now 
going Wes Valentine to the Nunnery, to ſee his new Mi- 
8 arlot —— | 


Vol, And by her Intereſt, to ſec his old Miſtreſs, Fls- 
riante; I know the Story, and what the Abbe deſigns 
in it. 

Sir Ant. I ſhall be back in an Hour; that time the 
Evening will conceal you the better: If then you are 
brave enough 

Vol. To meet you, with a Prieſt for a Second. 

Sir Ant. I'll have a Father ready to bleſs our Endea- 
vours. 

Vol. Let him be by to ſee you play me fair, 

And do your worſt or beſt, and never ſpare. [Exit Vol, 
Sir Ant. I warrant you, the firſt Night for an Heir, 
Ilford coming forward to Sir Antony. 

E. O Sir, your Servant; I ſee I am beholden to you. 

Sir Ant. The moſt in the World 1 gad, when you know 


all. 

If. Know all! I know enough to convince me, that 
you are not capable of a ſerious Defign of ſerving your 
Honour, or your Friend — | 

Sir Ant. What's the Matter now, Man ? l 

Hf. And I was a Coxcomb for thinking you could. 

Str Ant. Nay, you may be a Coxcomb however. 

Hf. What's that you ſay? 

Sir Ant. No quarrelling I beſeech you, till you have 


Hf. Till I have Cauſe; I think you have given me ſuf- 
ficient Cauſe | 

Sir Ant. To thank me, I have; if you know how to 
be gratefal. | | 

Hf: O, I muſt needs be grateful; and always confeſs 
the Obligation you have. laid upon me, in promoting my 
Intereſt o viſibly with Volante 

Sir Ant. So oppoſite to my own with her. 

Tf. With ſo much Diligence and good Nature 

Sir Ant. Well-remembred, I gad. 

If. That in my Hearing, and ſtill to advance my Inte- 
reſt—— you have made an Appointment to marry her 

| Sir 
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Sir Ant. And put to Bed to her. 
If. How, how, Sir Antony? | - | 
Sir Ant. I knew there was no other way to do you 
a Service with her; therefore I reſoly'd to marry her 
tor er. and put you to Bed to her, for me. | 
HV. Incomparable Deſign! . | 
Sir Ant. A poor Project of mine, Sir; if you had en- 
gag'd wk might ha turn'd to account; but as tis, I 
go as l di | ; 
If. But take me along with you. | 
Sir Aut. I never — 2 Courteſie upon any Man; nor 
quarrel, becauſe he is not Tenfible I am his Friend; when 
you come to your ſelf, you may repent 
If. 1 do repent, and confeſs my ſelf— 
Sir Ant. Well; what do you confeſs your ſelf to be? 
1115 A Fool, an Ass, to pretend to vie with you in any 
thing. | | | 
Sir Ant. And will you always in this humble Opi- 
nion of your ſelf, 472 ber Aſcendant ? | 
THF. 1 be an Aſs if I dort. | = 
Sir Ant. But you muſt confeſs your ſelf a Coxcomb----- 
Hf. Ay, any thing. | 5 
Sir Aut. For pretending to cenſure, before you under- 
ſtood my _ PAN 
If. You told me 1 was a Coxcomb before; and now 
I begin to believe it my ſelf. 5 | 
Sir Ant, Well, upon your Penitence, I pardon, and 
take you into favour again. 8 
And into the Deſign. 5 
Sir Ant. That you 1 be: And to convince you that 
what I do is perfectly in your Intereſt, you ll marry 
us your felf —— 
. With all my Heart. 94 | 3 
Sir Ant. I have a Habit for you. 
Thus in the World Men keep a pother, 
And marry Wives for one another: 
And moſt, like me, in Frolicks woe, 
And, to their ſhame, as little do; 
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But marry'd Women know the Senſe, 

And Rights of due Benevolence: 

but provide for mine, what ſhe would ſoon; 

For firſt, or laſt, that Duty muſt be done. Exeunt. 


ACT v. SCENE L 


Tiford®* i» a Prieſts Habit, between Sir Antony 
and Volante: Sir Antony leads her to the Door: 
Ilford dreſſes himſelf in his own Cloaths. 


9 OW you have done the Office of a Father to 
the Lady, ycu may do the Office of a Friend 
to me, and go to Bed to her. I can do no more than 
| way you an Opportunity; but if you don't employ it to 
er Advantage, ſhe'll never rely upon you, to improve 
another to your own. 


If. 1 never deſerve another, if I don't make uſe of 


Sir Ant. There's no Ceremony to make the Bride coy, 
in going to Bed; ſhe came in an Undreſs, as loſe as her 
Wiſhes ; and being under the Impediment of but twe 
Pins, I warrant ſhe's in Expectation already. | 

. She ſhan't expect _ | ; 

Sir Ant. There ſhe. is; kiſs my Wife and welcome. 
She won't cry out, for her own fake, till tis too late to 
difcoyer it. for mine. | | = 

I. If ſhe ſhould, I think the Caſtle's our own. 

Sir Ant. I leave you to your Fortune; I am going to 
ſeek mine in another Adyenture, [Exit. 


If. You have made my Fortune here. [Exits 
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SCENE changes to 4 Bed-Chamber. 
| s O N 6G. 
Volante fola. 


Methinks my Knight begins to ſhew himſelf alteady, 
in a Husband's Indiflerence ; making we wait ſo long 
alone, in a Place, where 1 but his Company can 
entertain me: Nut I have heard indeed, that ſhe who 
marries a Man for his Converſation or good Humour, 
takes care only to ſecure the leaſt, or the worſt part of ir 
to her ſelf: So this is but a ſmall Fault in Matrimony; 
and ten to one, before the Year comes about, I may 
have a more reaſonable Cauſe of Repenting. I think I 
hear him: O Sir, are you come? | 

Enter Ilford to her. 

If. Sooner than you expected, I believe. | 

Vol. How ! 1{ford! —- [Surprix d. and turning away. 

I. I ſee you are ſurpriz d to ſee me here; and indeed 
the Occaſion, that brings me to you, is very ſurprizing. 

Vol. What can you mean by this? ** | 

If. You have ſtol n a Wedding, Madam, tho' you think 
to make it a Secret; you can't expect that Sir Antony 
ſhould bring his Vanity ſo low, not to make a Bo. ſt of 
the Favour he has done you. _ 

Vol. By ſending you to me? 

If. To wiſh — Joy. 

Vel. A very likely Story. 

If. And give you ſoy, Madam. 


Vel. Would Sir Autony would come, to thank you for ' 


your Compliment. | | 

If. He ſent me with the Compliment 

Vol. He ſend you! | | 
. To ſupply his Place to Night, Ycur Husband 
wo'not come. f 

Vol. Not come to me? 5 | 

If. Be ſatisfied ſo far, you are abus'd; and to convince 
you, tho' roo late, how unreaſonably you have pre- 
fer d that Creature to every Body, he Las done what no 
body elſe could ha' done to you, * 


* 
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Vol. What has he — ? * 

. Givn me a — 7 our and 
4 than I cou'd ha' conceiv' pac — * 

Vol. What has he done to me? 

TIf. He bas marry d and undone you, left you 

Vol. Left me! 

. The firſt Night left you; left you to me: Not 
that I believe he deſign'd me a Favour, more than he 
would ha done any Man elſe; but you had us'd. me fo 
very ill, he ĩmagin d, I was capable of any malicious De- 
ſign of expoling you. 

Pol. Of expoling me! | 

. But that you need not apprehend from me. 

Vol. 'm in your Power; but pity me. My Folly 
and my Fortune are too plain. | | 

If. Do you perceive it now ? 

Vol. 1 ſhould ha? ſeen it ſooner. 

If. *Tis well you find it now. However you deſerve 
of me; 1 come to ſerve you: And fince this opportunity 
(that favours, and was given me for baſer Ends) encou- 
rages me to nothing, beyond the Hope of your Eſteem, 
you muſt give me leave to think, that, from my Beha- 
viour, I deſerye that Honour better than my trifling Ri- 
val does the Title of your Love. 

Vol. You deſerve every thing. | 

I 1 ſaid enough to warn you of him; but you would 

Vol. My Shame confounds me! 

Tf. You would not credit me. | 

Pol. I can but wiſh I had. : 8 

M. Were it to do again, you would follow your In- 

«lination, and do the fame ding? | 
Vol. 1 hate the Villain, 

Tf. In your Anger? 

N No, to Death I hate him: And were J free from 
Tf. You would not marry him! 
Vol. Never. | 
E. Then you are free from him, 
Vol. How! free from him! | 


« * 
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. Not marry'd to him. 

Vol. Would you could prove it too. . 

Tf. III make it plain, if you'll conſent to it—— - 

Vol. More willingly, than I did e'er conſent. Make that 
but plain to me; and what Returns are in the poor Power 
of one ſo loſt —— : 

If. So fay'd, I hope. RAN 1 

Vol. You ſhall command. 

1f. 1 may reſtore you to your Liberty; but neyer can 


SCENE changes to the Street. | | 


Euer Sir Antony and Valentine. 


Sir Ant. This is the Time, and Place of Appointment 
what twill come to, Valentine, I can't tell. | 
Val. Tis a whimſical Undertaking methinks, to ſup- | 
port another Woman's Intrigue, at your Expence—— 
Sir Ant. There's ne buying ſuch a Frolick too dear. 
Val. And part with your Lover to oblige her! | 
Sir Ant. So long, I can part with you; to provide for 1 
your Pleaſure as well as my own: Beſides, tis a diverting I 
Piece of Rogiery; and will be 8 Jelt as long 28 we know | 


-one another, ' | 
; Enter Palmer. N 
Palm. Who's there? Sir Antony ! j 
Sir Aut. The fame; I am afore-hand with you. | 
Palm. The Lady, Sir, will thank you. Whom haye 1 
you with you there ? 

Sir Ant. Only a Servant. 
Palm. You'll have no need of him; I come to ſerve 4 
you: Beſides he may be ſeen. yi 

Sir Ant. Il fend him away. | 
Palm. IIl but ſtep in, to make your way to the Lady, 
and will wait upon you again. L Exits: 
Pal. By this Fellow's adviſing to ſend away your Ser- 
vant, I 1 1 
Sir Am. It he be a I am reſolv'd to diſcoyer 
the Bottom of him ; but it there be a Woman in the 
I'll leave you to the Employment——. = 


_—— 
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Enter Palmer. 
Palm. Sir. 
Sir Ant. Here. 
Falm. Are you alone? 
Sir Ant. I am. 


Palm. Follow me. 
Sir Ant. Follow me. 
[Exennt, Valentine following Sir Antony. 


SCENE changes to the Inſide of 4 Houſe. 


Enter Sir Antony and Valentine. 


Val. Your Pimp proceeds with Caution. But theſe 
dark Deeds may require our dark Lanthern. 

Sir Ant. Give it me; I can manage this; you muſt ma- 
nage the Lady; and for once, not to make a Cuſtom 
of &, Fll-hold a Candle to you. 

Palmer enters. 

Palm. Where are you, Sir Antony ? 

Val. Here. 

Palm. I'm glad you are, and here I'll keep you 

— fl riend the Pil 

Palm. Have you forg r Friend the Pilgrim? I am 
that Lady in = — 23 and now I here wh to my 
ſelf, I muſt come nearer to you. 


Val. The * muſt , 
[Throws Palmer down, Sir Antony with his Lan- 
thorn goes to them. 3% 
Sir Ant. Are you my Friend the Pilgrim, do you ſay? 
Palm. Then I am loſt again. | | 
Sir Ant. Why how came I to forget you ſo ſoon? And 
are you the Lady that was in love with me? 
1 — you know of this Buſineſs, or it 
ever in; I know h 
of you to ſend Jou to the tf ö 
Falm. Why indeed Gentlemen, I won't ſtand Trial 
with you; I confeſs ſome deſign of my own upon Sir An. 
tony; but your very good Friend, the Abbe, firſt ſet it 
on foot, by employing, and Paying me well, to decoy 
you into his Power: Now, Sir, kn _ yo COR 
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I thought nothing would ſooner_Spirit you any where, 
than the H ot a new Woman. ; 

Sir Ant. You ſee I am true to my Aſſignation. 

Val. But where's the Abbe all this while? 

Palm. He's in the Houle, expeQing the good Hour, 

Fal. How ſhall we do with him? | 

Palm. To make my Peace with you, Pl contribute te 
any Delign againſt him. | 

Val. That muſt be your Way. | | 

Sir Ant. Go then; and to keep up the Jeſt, ſay nothing 
of what is paſt, but bring him to me [Exit Palm. 

Val. What do you delign now ? 

Sir Ant. To centinue the Scene with hina, For ha- 
ving, as I told you, diſpos d of his Neice Volante to our 
Friend ford, I ſuppoſe they may have occation by to 
N ſor his Approbation of What they are doing to 
Night. | | 

Val, That's well thought on; his Conſent will come 
the caſter, for our having a Hank upon him. ; 

Sir Ant. Get you gone then, like an Evidence, behind 


the Hangings. | [ Val. retires. 
The Abbe enters to Sir Antony, ſinging, and Dances 
round him. | 

S O N G. 


Abb. Hare I caught you, my little Mercury! have 1 
caught you! | ; 

51% Ant. You're very nimble, Sir. 

A». Ay, ay; I have it in my Head. 

Sir Aut. And in yoyr Heels too. 

Abb. Upon occation —— Ah my little Man! I'm young 
ain; when I like my Company. 

Sir Aut. But who could expect to ſee you here? 

Abb. Why any body would have expected it: How could 
you expect otherwiſe? How could you think, I could 
lay from you ſo long? What, you expected a Woman ? 

Sir Ant. I did indeed, 

Abb. Let the Women expect you, there's a. plentiful 


Crop of Maiden-heads; if the War continues to carry off 
M 0 


Vol. I. | 


— — Cm; — — 9 — . —— . —— at 
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the Whore · maſters, ſome of em muſt fall of themſelves, 


without gathering; there will ſcarce be Reapers enow . 


for that Harveſt. 

Sir Ant. There's no Female-Famine, in this Year's Al- 
manack; no fear of wanting Women. 

Abb. No, no; no fear of wanting Women : But a 
-natur'd, old merry Fellow, as I may be, who can 
tittle tattle, and goſſip in their Families, upon an ancient 
Privilege with the Mothers, may do any thing with the 
3 Such a Man is a Jewel, to bring you toge- 

er. 

Sir Ant. Such a Man would be a Jewel indeed. 

Abb. 1 know, you little Rogue, your Buſineſs is to be 
wicked: I love to be wicked my ſelf too ſometimes, as 
often as I can decently bring it about, without Scandal : 
And I will be as wicked —— as wicked as I can be, for 

you, and with you. 
dir Ant. You can do no more than you can do, good 
old Gentleman. 

Abb. Old Gentleman! I won't be an old Gentleman; 
I'm never older than the Company I am in: What, five 
and fifty does not make an old Man; 'tis want of Appe- 
tite, Infirmity, and Decay, not five and fifty, that makes 
a Man old: Five and fifty has its Pleaſures —— 

& -- Ant. As good have none, Abbe; they are faint and 
e. 

sb. Delicate and dainty, my Dear; palatable and plea- 

ſant, and thou art mine. 

Sir Ant. How ſhall I know that, Sir? 

Abb. Why thou ſha't know, all in good time, Child; 
but an old Fellow, you ſay! [Unbuttons, and throws down 
bis Cloak.) What ſhall I do now, to convince you, that 
I am not an old Fellow? Let me ſee; what ſhall I do 
for you? 

Sir Ant, What can you do for me! 

Abb. What can I do for you? 

Sir Ant. To prove you are not an old Fellow. 
As. What can I? Why I can — ! can part with 
my Mony to thce. 

bir Ant. That's one Argument indeed. 


Abb, 
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Abb. Beſides I can — I won't tell you what I can: 
But if you'll ſtep into the next Room with me, I have a 
Collation for you, and a——There you ſhall find, what I 
can do for you. 

Sir Ant. if 1 ſhould retire with you, you'll be diſap- 

inted — 

Abb. No, no, don't talk of Diſappointment ; I hate to 
be diſappointed —— We're very * and ſhould 
make a good Uſe of our Time; no body will come to 
diſturb us. 

Sir Aut. But 1 may diſappoint you my ſelf — 

Ab. You will exceedingly; if you don't go along 
with me: Delays are dangerous, when Opportunities are 
ſcarce; and we elderly Fellows have em but ſeldom —— 
I vow Tl teize you, and kiſs you into good Humour; I 
{wear I will; it you won't go. 

Sir Ant. But 'tis not in my Power to oblige you. 

Abb. I'll put it into your Power, I warrant you. 

Sir Aut. But that I doubt, Sir. For very unhappily for 
your Purpoſez I am a—— Woman. 

Abb. Ha! how, a Woman! Drops her Hand. 

Sir Aut. A Woman! 

Abb. What the Devil have I been doing all this while? 
A Woman? Are you ſure you're a Woman? 

Sir Ant. How fall I convince you? 

Abb, Nay. nay; I am ealily convinc'd; the very Name. 
has convinc'd me. 

Sir Ant. But if you have a Mind to be ſatisfied —— 

Abb. 1 thank you, Madam, I am ſatisfied, more than 
I deſire to be ſatisfied; and as much fatisfied as I can be, 
with a Woman. 

Sir Ant, I told you I ſhould diſappoint you 

[ Abbe puts on his Cloak again. 

Avb. You did indeed; and you have kept your Word 
with me, you have diſappointed me, plaguily diſappoin- 
ted me. But I beg your Pardon, Madam, I hope there's 
no offence in a little Waggery —— 

Str Ant, None at all, Sir. 

466. 1 don't uſe to take the Freedom of being fo fa- 
miliar with the Ladies —— 

M 2 Sir 
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Sir Ant. I do believe you. 

Abb. Indeed I don't; I pay a greater Reſpect to your 
Sex: And had I known you were a Woman before, 1 
had kept my Diſtance — | 

Sir Ant. Fie, fie, Sir, Ceremony among Friends! Tho' 
you know me now to be a Woman, you need not keep 
a Diſtance. What tho' I have diſappointed you in your 
Way, I may make you amends in my on 

bb. So you may indeed, Madam —— 

Sir Ant. You guels what I mean, Abbe? 

Abb. If you would be but ſo gracious. 

Sir Ant. How gracious would you have me be? 

Abb. Ah! you'll never grant me the Favour — 

Sir Ant. What Favour? 

Abb. Why — to ſay nothing of this Buſineſs. 

Sir Ant. Is that the Favour ? 

Abb. That's all, Madam; the teſt Fayour you can 
do me; and then you do my Buſineſs. 

Sir Ant. Can you part with any Mony now to me, 
now I'm a Woman? | 

Abb. Here are a hundred Luidores in this Purſe 
Sir Ant. To muzzle the Scandal. | 
Abb. And I'll get you a Husband into the Bargain. 

Enter Valentine and Palmer. 

Val. She'll keep your Council, Abbe. 

Abb. Hem, hem, hem! 

Val. And in the ſcarcity of Men, you'll do her a migh- 
Favour, I can tell her, to ſecure a Husband for her. 
Abb. Hold you your Tongue, Sir. You ſhall have 3 

Wife too, if Floriante will content you ; that Rogue 
Palmer has betray'd me. 

Val. No body ſhall betray you; we are all Friends : 
But this Lady and 1 have a Favour to beg of you. 

Abb. A Favour to beg of me! Any thing, any thing, 
as many Favours as you pleaſe; tis but _ and ha- 
ving, in the humour I am in, Gentlemen. 

Sir Ant. Our Friend Ilford has marry'd your Neice 
Votante, and you muſt give your Conſent to the Wed- 


Abb, 
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Abb. Give my Conſent to the Wedding! Why, Il 
dance at the Wedding, T'll have a Fiddle, and a young 
Fellow to tickle me, and teach me to Caper. Gad; ſo ; 
don't know what Legs I ſtand upon at the News ont! 
[ll be as brisk as the Bridegroom the firſt Night. But 
we ſha!l neither of us hold it; twon't laſt the Year round 
with us; I'm an old Fellow, that's the truth on't, *tis 
done with me already; I'm upon my laſt Legs. But I 
have Floriante and Charlot to provide for ſtill; Poor Girls! 
while they are in a Nunnery, they lye upon my Conſci- 
ence: Let me but bring them into the World again, and 
Pl} be contented to go out on't—— 

Val. Not yet a great while, Abbe. 

Abb. As ſoon as I can get my ſelf in the Mind. 

Sir Ant.. We'll keep you in another Mind. | 
b. Nay, I am eaſily perſwaded ; but I have done 
with þ | 
Val. The Lady Abbeſs is conſenting to their _ 

Abb, Being a Kinſwoman, ſhe was eaſily perſwaded 
to give em an Opportunity. 

Val. *Tis 2 2 would I had Ilfard here. 

Sir Ant. Why, I am here; III ſtand and fall by you. 

Val. I muſt not now expoſe you. 3 

Abb. If you can but carry em off, the Buſineſs is laid 
to your Hands. Ex. 

Palm. My Buſineſs is over in this Town; and I had 
beſt get off while I can; for fear of bringing a worſe 
Buſineſs upon me. Exit. 


SCENE, the back-fide of a Nunnery. 
Enter Verole and his Bravo's. 


Ver. What Flgriante means by this Invitation to me, I 
can't tell; *tis a Favour ſhe never vouchſafed me before: 
Perhaps the Apprehenſion of taking the Habit which her 
Father intends ſhe ſhall, has wrought upon her to con- 
ſent rather to marry me: But let her conſent, and deſign 
what ſhe pleaſe, if ſhe puts ker ſelf into my Power, as 
to Night ſhe ſays ſhe will, I deſign to let her ſee, how 
very little I value that Fayour, for which I muſt be ob- 
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lig d more to her Confinement, than to her Inclination- 
or Choice. Stand cloſe, here's Company. 
Enter Valentine, Sir Antony, and two Servants. 

Val. Jam as full of Apprehenſion, as an old Soldier up- 
on the Guard of a Counterſcarp; where his Fears can- 
not be more uneaſie, than my Hopes are now. 

Ver. He ſhould be an Engliſhman by the Similitude. to 
let his Friends know, from his own Mouth, that he has 
made a Campagne. 

Sir Ant. This is the Backſide of the Nunnery —— 

Val. And the Garden Door — I think I hear it open 

Charlot eters. 
O Floriante! 

Ver. Floriante ! 

Sir Ant. Stand faſt, we're ſet upon. | 

Val. You muſt not meet the Danger —— [To Sir Ant. 

Per. Fall on, and kill the Raviſher—— [ Fights, 
Come, my fair Fugitive, you muſt along with me. 

[Leads her aut. 
Valentine's Party beats the Bravo's off; one wounded ſtays. 
Floriante enters as Charlot did. 

Flo. What Noiſe was that? 

Brav. Some help, I hope. 

Flo. How my Siſter Charlot has ſucceeded, under my 
Name, with” her Count, to morrow will diſcover, 

Brav. Ha! the Count then has the wrong Woman. 
Flo. Would Palentine were come. 

Brav. O would he were to help me! 

Flo. Who's there? a Man wounded? 

Brav. One of your Servants; if you are Floriante. 

Flo. I am. 

Brav. And wounded in your Cauſe. / 

Flo. I'm ſorry for't; do you belong to Valentive? 

Brav. I do. | 

Flo. Where is he? 

Brav. He got off ſafe; and if you'll lend me your cha- 

Titable Hand, I'll guide you to him. [Going off. 
Re-enter Valentine and Sir Antony. | 
Sir Ant. Rogues, Sons of Whores, and Cowards! 
Flo, Sir Antony. 8 | * 
| ir 


L 


2 
. 


The RaMBLING LA DT. 247 


Sir Ant. Here am I. gh 

Val. Floriante ! j 

Flo, Valentine! 

Val, I was afraid I had loſt you. 

Flo. Here's an honeſt Man was conducting me to you, 
one of your Friends. 

Val. One of my Friends! He's one I did not reckon 
upon, if he be——This is one of Count Verole's Bravo's. 

Brav. I am; and had not you interrupted me, I had 
done my Maſter Service; carry'd the Lady to him. 

Flo. What a Miſchief have I ſcapd 

Val. Thou art a gallant Fellow, and doſt deſerve a. 
better Maſter ; but thou haſt done thy Duty, and I will ; 
do mine; carry him home, and get a Surg2on to him——.. 


[Lead off 

Flo. Well; I run a mighty venture. 

Sir Ant Of looling a Maid-n-head, I grant you. 

Flo, I may Repent 

S'r Ant. The keeping of it ſo long. 

Flo. 1 may repent at leiſure. 

Val, You may indeed, if you don't make haſte; for 
we mult expect to be purſu d. 

Sir Ant. You and I, Madam, are much about a Size, 
what if we change Cloaths; it may fayour your Eſcape, 
if you come to be follow'd. 

Val. Admirably thought on! Madam, you need not 


make a ſcruple of ſhifting before Sir Antony ; whom, 


from this time, you may know to be a Woman. 
Flo. A Woman! 
Sir Ant, Now for my Petticoats again—— [Exemnt; 


SCENE the Abbe's Houſe. 


Count Canaile, Count Verole, Abbe and Charlott. 


Can. Sir, I muſt thank you for the Care you have 
ſhewn of my Family; tho' 1 believe it has carry'd you 
farther then you are aware of : This is my Daughter 
Charlot. | 

Ver. Charlot ! 

A. Charles ! 
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Char. The very ſame. Rut Floriante is oblig d to you ; 

you meant this Fayour to her: But by this time ſhe has 


put her ſelf into the Care of a Gentleman, who will find 
a kinder way of diſpoſing her, than into the Hands of 


ber Father. 


Can. Diſhonourable Girl! 

Ver. If it be poſſible, III recover her, and yet revenge 
my Love. Exit. 

Can. But Charlot, how came you to think of running 
away with Valentine, when you know I defign'd you to 
marry him? 

Char. Why, I thank you, Sir, you deſign'd very well 
for me; but I was too well acquainted with Valentine, 
and my Siſter's 2 to depend over much upon 
that Hope: I knew there was no parting them; there- 
fore conſented the eaſier to aſſiſt her, in getting out of 
the Nunnery. 

Abs. Very well. 

Can. Very well Brother! 

. Let her go on; 

Char. I began to apprehend the Danger of ſtaying be. 
hind in a Place, and Profeſſion, wholly diſagreeable to 
my Humour. 

Abb. And well you might. 

Char. I thought fit to provide for my ſelf. 

Abb. In good time you did, Neice. 


Char. And accordingly, in my Siſter's Name, I ſent to 


Count Verole; he came at the time appointed, expecting 
Floriante : But Valentine, by what accident, I know not, 
coming before his time, —— nothing of me, or my 
Plot upon the Count, took me for her, call'd me Flori- 
ante, upon which his Bravo's fell upon Valentine: But the 
Count in a more gentle-manly regard to his Perſon, en- 
countred me, and brought me where you find me. 

Abb. But n Count, taking you for Floriante, 
his old Miſtreſs, might ha' made another uſe of his Victo- 
2 chan to have brought you in triumph to your Fa- 
ther. 

Char. I expected he would indeed; but by what he ſaid 
to me, 1 found he had little or ne deſign in —_— 

cre; 
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there; but to revenge himſelf upon my Siſter, and her 
Scorn, . 

Can. I'm glad he has no other Deſign upon her. 

Char. And ſo am I indeed, Sir. web | 
2 Why Charlot You are not in Love with the 

unt? 
Char. Not ſo much in love with the Count, as I am 
out of loye with a Nunnery: Any Man had been as 
welcome. 

Can. Well, well; if Valeztine be not hurt, this matter 
will clear of it ſelf —— | 

Ab. And ſo it will, I warrant you. Exeunt. 


SCENE the Street. 


| Enter Sir Gentle Golding. 

Sir Gent. Why, how a Man may be miſtaken in hig 
Friends! I could not ha' beliey'd it; (had not one of their 
underling Rogues told me ſo himſelf) that any one could 
ha' been fo cheated, as I have been, by my own Coun- 


try men If I durſt but fend any of em a Challenge, I 


might get ſome of my Mony again; but that may drawp 
me into a worſe Premunire, than I have yet been in: 
Let me ſee; can't I have a fafer Revenge upon em? Fa- 
lentine has ſtoll'n a Fortune, and entr me to bring 
a Father to marry em; now if I ſhould go wilfully, in 
2 miſtake, to the Gentlewoman's own Father, for a Li- 
cence to marry em. The truth ont is, I have a Mind 
to forbid the Banes, and get her my ſelf, if I can; for 
Floriante is a Woman of Quality 

Count Verole in purſuit of her, enters with his Bravo's. 
Per. Do you know her, Sir? 

Sir Gent. Yes Sir, I think I do. 

Ver. Then as you are a Gentleman, aſſiſt me; thus fax 
I have News of her. 

Sir Gent. I am a Gentleman, Sir; you ſhall find me a 
Gentleman: And I'll tell you more News of her; II 
carry you to the very Place where fhe is, Sir; and that's 
as much as you can expect from a Gentleman, when a 
Friend is concern'd, ; EO Sy | 

| Mx Ver. 
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Ver. It is indeed, Sir, more than I expected; pray along 
with me. ; [Ex. 
Enter Valentine with Floriante in Sir Antony, and Sir An- 

tony in her Cloaths. 

Val. So far we are ſafe, Ladies, and the ſhifting your 
Habits will ſecure us ſo: Would Sir Gentle would come 
again; you're grave at the Thought of him! 

Flo. Men of your Converſation and Experience in the 
World, Valentine, ſeldom like the Women you marry, 

Val. Becauſe we ſeldom marry the Women we like. 

Flo, Well, fince Marriage at beſt is a Venture, I had 
as good make it my ſelf, as let another make it for me, 
at my Coſt. 

Val. To let a Father chuſe for you in Love, is as un- 
ducky, as whrn you are in fancy at play, and puſhing at 
a Sum, to deſire another to throw out your Hand. 

Sir Ant. I'll be hang'd if that Fool, Sir Gentle, has not 
betray d us. [Looking out, 
Pal. Yonder he comes indeed, with a Rabble of Rogues 
at his Heels. 

Sir Ant. There's no reſiſting em; provide for your 

{elves as well as you can. [Exemnt. 
I have yet a Trick to cozen em. [Exis. 

Enter Sir Gentle and Verole, as before. 

Ver. See, ſee, upon fight of us, they have quitted their 
Prize: Is this their Engliſh Gallantry ? They're out of ſight 
already. Let 'em go; the Lady is our Game. 

[ Exit with Followers, 

Sir Gent. I'll make ſome of em know to their Coſt, 

that by uſing me ſo little like a Gentleman, they have 
taught me to do as I do, and uſe em as they deſerve, 
Verole returns with Sir Antony. | 

Ver. Now Floriante, you find you have thrown your 
ſelf away, upon a Fellow that has not the Spirit to ſtand 
by you, or himſelf, to keep your Folly in countenance. 

Sir Ant. Pray Sir, a word with you—— Tales him aſide. 

Ver. Well, Madam: What can you ſay to me? 

Sir Ant. Why, I fay, you're an Aſs to run about to 
difturb other People: I am Sir Antony Love, not Flori- 
ante; don't diſcover me for your own fake, but get you 
| gone 
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gone about your Buſineſs, and leave me to this Engli/h- 


man. 
Ver, I'll take his Advice, for fear of being laugh'd at: 
Sir, you bave behay'd your ſelf fo like a Man of Honour 
in this Buſineſs, that I muſt defire you to take care of 
the Lady, while I go to inform her Father of what has 
happen'd. [Exit Verole, and hi; Followers. 
Sir Gent, Yes, yes; I'll take care of her, I warrrant 
ou. Why, what a lucky Rogue am I ! upon my firſt 
nclination to play the Knave, to have ſo good an Occa- 
fion of doing it. And indeed, who would take a truſt up- 
on him, but for the Privilege and Benefit of breaking 
it?——So, Madam, now I have you in my Care. 
Sir Ant. You are a civil Gentleman, I know you. - 
Sir Gent. You ſhall know me for a civil Gentleman, if. 
1 pleaſe; tho I am a Knight, where Lam not fami- 
r. 


Sir Ant. I know you are, Sir; you may have Pity for 
me. 

Sir Gent. Alack-a-day! I have indeed, a Heart brim- 
ful for you. 

Sir Ant. You won't force me to marry that Monſter ?” 

Sir Gent, Not I, as I hope to be fav'd, Madam; nothing 
againſt Fancy. 

Sir Aut. To throw away my Youth, Beauty, and For- 
tune, which you know are not contemptible. 

Sir Gent, Incomparable; Madam ; incomparable; your 
Youth and Beauty, without your Fortune. 

Sir Ant. Would they were worth your asking. 

Sir Gent. Would I might have em for 1 

Sir Ant. Valentine | deipair of; but if there be an Eng- 
liſhmam, as an Engliſhman he muſt be — 

Sir Gent, Why, 1 am an Engliſhman; and would mar- 

ou. 

pf The ſooner you ſecure me, the better then. 

Sir Gent. I think ſo too, Madam. Een. 

Enter Cauaile, Verole, Abbe, Ilford, Volante and 
'_ Charlott: | 
Abd. Why here's a Night of Action indeed ; 1/ford, 


you began the Dance with Volawe; and Count, I hope 


vou 


— . N — — * 
— , -— * * * 1 nA 
— Ws , * , +» 
MY hs 4 


252 Sir Axtony Lovr: Or, 
vll continue it, with my Neice Charlott: As for Fa- 
tine and Floriante, they have had their Frisk in a Corn- 


er by this time, or he is not the Man I take him for. 


Ver. When you fell into my Hands to Night; had 1 
known my good Fortune, I had improv'd it then: But 
now I have it, in having you——And happier yet, in 
having your Conſent. 

Can. You have my Bleſſing both 
Valentine and Floriante at the Door. 

Abb. You may appear, we're all of a Family now, 
Coꝛen Germans, and Friends Come, here's a Pair that 
wants your Bleſſing too. 

Can. I can't deny it now——Riſe and be happy. 

Abb. I have a Bleſſing too for you, my Girls; five 
thouſand Crowns a piece more than I deſign d you; and 
a thouſand extraordinary for her who brings me the 
firſt Boy; a ſmall Gratuity, Gentlemen, to keep up tx 
Fancy, and encourage your Pains, that you mayn't | 
It unprofitable Labour upon your Wives. 

Can. But why in Sir Antony's Cloaths, Floriante ? Where 
is this mad Knight? 

Flo. Some where is my Petticoats: But the Count can 
give you the beſt Tidings of him. . 

Ver, 1 left him with one Sir Gentle Golding ; one whom 
= are beholden to ; for familiarly, upon the firſt word, 

betraf d you, and carry'd me to ſeize you. 

Val. Well, Idon't doubt but ſhe will give us a handfom 
Revenge upon him. 

Can. She? Who? a 
Pal. Sir Antony, Sir; For this Sir Antony, after all, is a 
Woman. | 

Omna. A Woman! 

Abb. Ay, pox take her, ſhe is a Woman, 

Vol. Then I am free indee:|, 

Hf. And I am happy, 

Val. At leiſure I'll tell you all her Story. 

Exter Sir Gentle with Sir Antony. 

Sir Gent. Now I am ſufficiently reveng'd on Valen- 
zine and Sir Antony for cheating me ; I think I have paid 
*em in their own Coin: And GiGppointed the Count too, 


in marrying Floriante, Omnes. 


i 
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Ones. Floriante ! | 

Sir Gent. Come Father-in-Law, this Buſineſs will out 
I ſee; if you'll give-us your Bleſſing fo; if not, I ſhall 
begin upon your Daughter without ſaying Grace. 

Can. Much good may do you, Sir, with your Bride. 

Val. Ay, ay; we muft all wiſh you Joy, Sir; you 
have a Bleſſing ſufficient in a good Wife—— 

Sir Ant. If you know when you're well. 

Sir Gent. O deliver me! What do I ſee! 

Val. Why you ſee your old Mrs. Lucy, in your new 
Lady-wife; we are all Witneſſes of your owning your 
Marriage. 

Sir Gent. I do not own it——T'll hang like a Dog, 
drown like a blind Puppy, die and be damn d, but I'll be 
divorc'd from her. | 

Val. That's your neareſt way to a Divorce. 

If. And will ſave the Trouble of Doctors Commons. 

Val. Come, come, I'Il put you in a better; There are 
old Scores between you and Mrs. Lucy — You have 
made her a Lady indeed, which ſhews a grateful Nature 
in you, and will ſound well in the Ears of the World. 
But to ſupport her Quality 5 

Sir Gent. Her Qualities will ſupport that. 

Val. Out of your two thouſand Pounds a Year, give 
her a Rent-charge of five hundred, and ſhe ſhall never 
trouble you more, not ſo much as to be a Godfather to 
another Man's Child upon her Body, which may other- 
wiſe inherit your Acres. | , 

Sir Gent. Why there's the Devil on't again, to Father 
another Man's Children, when one is not ſo much as a- 
kin to 'em! Well, any Compoſitioa to be rid of her; I 
find 'tis a Bleſſing I muſt pay for. 

Val. Come, come, we muſt have a Dance to all theſe 
Weddings. | [ 4 Dance. 

Sir Ant. Thus Coxcombs always the beſt Husbands 

rove; | 
When * are faulty, and begin to rove, 
A ſep'rate Maintenance ſupplies our Love. 
Sir Gent. When we have Miſtreſſes above our Senſe, 
We muſt redeem our Perſons with our Pence. 


— 
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A SONG in the Second AR, 
| I. = 
Urſuing Beauty, Men deſery - 
P COR wy to prove 
(Still richer in Variety) 
The Treaſures of the Land of Love, 


II. 
We Women, like weak Indians, ffand 
Inviting, from our Golden Coafſf, 
The wandring Rovers to our Land: 
But ſhe, who Trades with em, is loſt. 


III. 
With humble Vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing, unſeen, into the Heart: 
But þy Poſſeſſion ſettled in, 
They quicłiy att another part. 


Iv 


For Beads, and Baubles, we reſign, 
In Ignorance; our ſhining Store 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, 
And yet the Tyrants will have more. 


V 


Be wiſe, be wiſe, and do not try, 
How he can Court, or you be. Won: 
For Love is but Diſcovery, 
When that is made, 2 Pleaſure's done. 


Fu 
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A SONG in Dialogue, in the Fourth Ad. 


WOMAN. 

O more, Sir, no more, II ev'n give it o'er 
I fee it is all but a Cheat; 

Your ſoft wiſhing Eyes. your Vows, and your Lies, 
ich thus ſo you often repeat. 


MAN. 
Iis you are to blame, who fooliſhly claim 
r - filly a lean Sacrifice 1 | 
But Lovers, who pray, muſt always obey, | 


And bring down their Knees, and their Eyes. ; 


WOMAN, 


Of late you have made Devotion a Trade 
In Loving, as well as Religion: 

But you cannot prove, thro' th Ages of Love, 
Any Worſhip was offer'd but One. 


MAN. 


That one let it be, in which we agree, 


Leave Forms to the Maids, who are younger: 
We're both of a Mind, make haſte, — kind, 


And continue 4 Goddeſs no longer. 


— — 


2 


A SONG in the Fifth Act. By Major- 
General Sackvile. 


I. 
I N vain Clemene you below 
1 The promis d Empire of your Heart, 


If you refuſe to let me know 
The wealthy Charms of every Part. 


156 Sir AxTony Love. 
WM | 
My Paſſion with Kindneſs grew, 
1 1 the firſt 990 : 


But Beauty only to purſue, 
I following a wandring Fire. 
| III. 
As Hills in Perſpective ſuppreſs 
The free Enquiry of the Sight : 
Reſtraint makes every Pleaſure leſs, 
Aud takes from Love the full Delight. 


IV. 
Faint Kiſſes may in part ſupply 
Thoſe eager Longings of my Soul; 
But oh ! I'm loſt, if you 
A quick Poſſeſſion of the whole. 


* 
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EPILOGU E, 


Spoken by Mrs. Botelar. 


[7 has any Charms to move, 


Ihe hope, 10 Night, we've rais'd your droopmg Love: 


Not to the Toungſters of a noiſie Pit, 
Whoſe Tongues and Miſtreſſes out- rum their Wit : 
But to the graver Sinners of the Bench, 


ngo, from your Mothers Maids, have lov'd aWench: 
Who, cheek by joul with Time, have handed down 


The Vices of all Ages to your own: 

Here's a Variety, that may delight 

The Palate of each Ages Appetite. 

To you I'm ſent, you who have dearly known 
The ſeveral Rates of Pleaſure in this Town; 

And find at laſs, tis worth but your Half Crown. 
Yowll hear with Patience a dull Scene, to ſee, 

In a contented lazy Waggery, 

The Female Montford bare above the Knee. 
She makes a mighty Noiſe, like ſome of you, 

Who often talk of what you never do: | 
She's for all Womankind, and aws the Town, 

As if her Husband"s Breeches were her own. 
She's been to Night our Hero, tho a Female, 
Show me but ſuch a Whoremaſter, tho a Male: 
Who thro' ſo many Shifts, is fill the ſame, 
Purſues all Petticoats, preſerves her Fame, 

Aud tho ſhe can do nothing, keeps the Name. 


b 
; 


L 


EPILOGUE. 


Some of your Names are up too, we ſuppoſe, 

Who turn d of fifty, ftill would paſs for Beau's: 

You dance, you dreſs, you ſing, you keep a Noiſe, 

And think you're young, becauſe you herd with Beys: 

To ſuch as you there is no Mercy owing ; 

Your talking muſt not ſerve for your not doing. 

And ſince your feeble Failings within Doors 5 


Are known to us, be wiſe, and even Scores, 
Supply our Wants, and we'll conceal. all yours, 
No matter what you can, or cannot do, 

You ſhall cheat others ſtill, if we cheat you : 
Keep us but rich, and fine, and we ſhall find 
Young Lovers, always able to be kind, 
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As it was Added at the 
THEATRE ROYAL, 


By their MajesTIES SERVANTS, 
In the Year 1692. 


Nihil eſt his, qui placere volunt, tam adverſarium, 
quam expectatis. Cicero, 


Printed in the LR AA 1713. 
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To the Right Honourable 
Tho. Wharton, Eſq; 


Controuler of His MajesTrY's 
| Houſhould. 


ERV Man of Fortune has the 
Power of doing a good Turn, 
l but there muſt be more in the 
Man one would chuſe to be ob- 
lig'd to: I have a thouſand Ob- 
| ligations to you, and have con- 
fels'd *em, upon every Occaſion : I have enjoy'd 
the Benefit of your Favours; and have the Pride 
of 'em yet in my Heart, that you have not thought 
fo much Good-nature thrown away upon me. I 
would make you what amends I could, and a De- 
dication is all that J have in my Power to return: 
*Tis a Poetical Payment indeed, which, while it 


diſcharges one Debt, is running into another, 


begging your Protection for a Play, which will 
almoſt need your Intereſt to defend: I won't con- 
tend a Point, where moſt Voices are to carry it: 

Bat 


— — — — 
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But as I deſign'd this Play for you, when ſome 
People thought well of it, I hope it does not 
leſſen the Preſent, that every Body does not. 
»Tis only the Capacity and Commendation of 
the common Miſtreſſes to pleaſe every Body, to 
whom I will leave ſome of my Criticks, who 
were affronted at Mrs. Friendal : For thoſe Sparks, 
who were moſt offended with her Virtue in pub- 
lick, are the Men that loſe little by it, in private; 
and if all the Wives in Town were of her Mind, 
thoſe metled Gentlemen would be found to have 
the leaſt to do, in making *em otherwiſe : But if 
ſhe was of evil Example, Wriiwoud makes a- 
mends for her, in the Moral of her Character; 
where the Women are manifeſtly Safer in the 
Poſſeſſion of a Lover, than in the Truſt and 
Coufidence of a Friend: But ſhe was no more 
underſtood to the Advantage of the Men, than 
the Wife was receiv'd in Favour of the Women. 
As to the Muſick-Meeting, I always thought it 
an Entertainment reaſonably grown up into the 
liking of the Town : I introduc'd it, as a faſhi- 
onable Scene of bringing good Company together, 
without a Deſing of abuſing what every Body 
likes ; being in my Temper ſo far from diſturbing 
a publick Pleaſure, that | would eſtabliſh twenty 
more of em, if | could : And for the Billet- duus, 
that was put into Mrs. Sightiy's Hand, upon lead- 
ing her out, I have heard of ſuch a thing in a 

Church 
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Church before now, and never thought the worſe 


of the Place. 


Theſe, Sir, are capital Objections againſt me; 
but they hit very few Faults: Nor have they mor- 
tified me into a Deſpair of pleaſing the more rea- 
ſonable Part of Markind. If Mr. Dryden's Judg- 
ment goes for any thing, I have it on my Side: 
For, ſpeaking of this Play, he has publickly ſaid, 
the Town was kind to Sir Antony Love, I needed 
'em only to be juſt to this: And to prove there 
was more than Friendſhip in his Opinion, upon 
the Credit of this Play with him, falling ſick laſt 
Summer, he bequeathed to my Care the Writing 
of half the laſt Act of his Tragedy of Cleomenes, 
which, when it comes into the World, you will 
find to be ſo conſiderable a Truſt, that all the 
Town will pardon me for defending this Play, 
that preferr'd me to it. If Modeſty be ſometimes 
a Weakneſs, what I ſay can hardly be a Crime: 
In a fair Exgliſb Trial both Parties are allow'd to 
be heard: And without this Vanity of mention- 
ing Mr. Dryden, I had loſt the beſt Evidence of 
my Cauſe. Sir, I have the Privilege of a Dedi. 
cation to ſay ſome fine Things of my Patron; but 
I will be as little Impertinent as I can, aud only 
beg leave to ſay ſome true ones, and no more 
than I have always declar'd in the Abſence of 
Mr. #/harton, that (without the Advantage of your 


Family, and Fortune) you are the very Man J 
would 
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would chuſe to be, if I could: I would have the 
| Force of your Underſtanding, and Knowledge of 
q Mankind, to make a Fortune out of the publick 
z Buſineſs of the World : Or, if I were to mend my 
|| Condition more to my own Humor, and a way I 

1 ſhould like better than thro* the hurry of a Crowd, 
| your Wit and Converſation, your Perſon and 
| Addreſs, would beſt recommend me to the Wo- 
[| men. I don't know, Sir, how ſucceſsful you 
| | have been with that fair Sex; but I would not 


| | have it lye at any fair Lady's Door, (who has a 
1 Mind to be juſtified in diſpoſing of ber ſelf) that 


1 ſhe could not diſtinguiſh in your Favour, againſt 
| | all the Pretenders of the Town : If you have any 
| | Enemies among the Women, I muſt think, *tisin 
N 2 great Meaſure, becauſe it was impoſſible to 
I engage em all to be your Friends. Sir, I am a 
Well-wiſber to all your Intereſts, and be pleas'd 
to-accept of this Dedication of my ReſpeQs, as 
an Offering of my Inclination, as well as a Duty 
from my Gratitude. 


r | 
Your very much Oblig'd 


Humble Servant, 2 


> T. SOUTHERN. 


N. 


1 O 


Mr. SONTHERN; 


ON HIS 


COMEDY, 


CALLED, T HE 


WIVES EXCSUE. 


URE there's a Fate in Plays; and tis in vain 
To write, while theſe malignant Planets Reign, 
Some very fookſh Influence rules the Pit, 
Not always, Id to Senſe, or juſt to Wit. 
And whilſt it laſts, let Buffoonry ſucceed, 
To make us laugh; for never was more need, 
Farce, in it ſelf, is of a naſiy Scent ; 
But the Gain ſmells not of the Excrement. 
The Spaniſh Nymph, a Wit and Beanty too, 


Mith all her Charms, bore but a ſingle Show : 


But, let a Monſter Muſcovite appear, 
He draus a crowded Audience round the Tear. 
Vor, I. N May 


To Mr. SOUTHERN. 
May be thou haft not pleas'd the Box and Pit; 


Tet thoſe who blame thy Tale, commend thy Wit ; 
So Terence Plotted; but ſo Terence Writ. 
Like bis thy Thoughts are true, thy Language clean, 
Eun Lewaneſs is made Moral, in thy Scene, 
' The Heavers may for want of Nokes repiue, 
Bus reſt ſecare, the Readers will be thine. 
«Nor was thy Labour'd Drama damn'd or biſi'd, 
But with a kind Civility dismiſi'd: 
-» With ſuch good Manners as the * Wife did uſe, 
Who, not accepting, did but juſt refuſe. 
There was a Glance at parting ; ſuch a Look 
And bids thee not give ver, for one Rebuke, 
But if thou uon dſt be ſeen, at well as read; 
Copy one living Author, and one dead; 
The Standard of thy Stile, let Etherege be : 
For Wit, tb' Immortal Spring of Wycherly. 
Learn after both, to draw ſome juſt Deſign, 
And the next Age will learn to Copy thine. 


Joun Dr vyDex, 


— 
* — _— 8 


* The Wife in the Play, Mrs. Friendall. 
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EN. 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


Cn yy welcome to our homely Cheer : 
If you have brought your Engliſh Stomacks here; 
We'll treat you, as the French ſay, chere entire, 

And what we want of Humour, or of Wit, 

Make up with your She-Neighbours in the Pit; 

For on the Stage what e er we do, or ſay, 

The Vizard Maſks can find you better play : 

With all our Pains, we can but bring em in; 

"Tis you muſt take the Damſels out again: 

And when we've brought you kindly thus together, 

Iis your Fault if you're parted by foul Weather. 

We hope theſe natural Reaſons may produce, 

In ev a kind Excuſe 

For all our Faults, the Poet 3, the Players. 

Tou I pardon ours, if you can find out theirs. [To the Maskers. 
But to the gentler Men, who love at ſight, 
And never care to come to cloſer fight, 

We have provided work for them to night. 
With ſafety they may draw their Cannon dows, 
And into a Surrender bomb the Town. | 


From both ſide. booes play their Batteries; 


And not a Bullet ſhot, but burning Eyes: 
Thoſe they diſcharge with ſuch ſucceſsful Arts, 
They fire, three deep, into the Ladies Hearts. 
Since each Man here finds his Diverſion, 

Let not the damning of our Play be one. 
But to the Ladies, who muſt ſit it out, 

To hear us prate, and ſee the Oglers ſhoot, 
Begging their Favour, we have this to (ay, 
In hopes of their Protec; ion for the Play, 

Here 15.6 Muſick-meeting every Day. 


N 2 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Lovemore, | Mr. Betterton; 
Wellvile. Mr. Kynnaſton. 
Wilding. Mr. Williams, 
Courtall, | Mr. Bowman. 
Springame. Mr. Mich. Lee. 
Friendall, Mr. Montford, 


Ruffle. Mr. Bright. 
Muſick- Maſter. Mr. Harris. 


WOMEN. . 


Mrs. Friendall. Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Sightly. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Mrs. Witwoud. Mrs. Montford. 
Mrs. Teazal. Mrs. Cory. 


Fanny, her Neice. 
Betty, Witwoud's Maid. Mrs. Richardſon, 


Two Pages, Footmen, and Linkboys, 
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SCENE the outward Room to the Muſick-Meeting 
Several Footmen at Hazard, ſome riſing from Play. 


I FOOTMAN. 


Pox on theſe Muſick-Meetings; there's 

l no fifth Act here, a free Coft, as we 

ea bave at the Play-Houſes, to make 

Gentlemen of us, and keep us out of 

harms way: Nothing but Lice, and 

Link-Boys, in this Anti-Chamber; or 
- a merry Main to divert us; and that 

mercy Main, as you call it, makes molt of us fad all the 

Weck after. 

2 Foot, Why, what haſt thou done, Gill? 
N 3 1 Foot. 


% 
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1 Foot. Undone my ſelf, and à very good Friend of 
— 2 Belly, for a Week forward: 1 am hungry al- 
y in the Apprehenſion of wanting a Supper; my 
Board-wages is gone to the Devil with his Bones. 
3 Foot. Six is the Main, Gentlemen. 


4 Por. That was my laſt Tefter. : | 
5 Foot. Il play — — $ Both riſing from Play. 
cave me ſo, Gentle- 


3 Foot. Set out my Hand, don't 
men. | 
6 Foot. Come, Sir, Seven to Six, I ſet ou 

3 Foot, Briskly, my Boy. 

6 Foot, I ſet you this. 

3 Foot. How much? 

6 Foot. Three halfperth of Farth'ngs. 

3 Foot. Three halfperth of Farthings! [Riſes from Play. 
I fee thou retain'ſt the Spirit of thy Anceſtors, and as 
thou wert born, and bred, wilt hve and die a Foot- 
man—— Three half-penny-worth of Farthings ! 

2 Foot. He ſets like a Small-beer Butler, in a Widow- 
Lady's Family. 

3 Foos. May'ſt thou ſtarve under the Tyranny of a 
Houſe-keeper, and never know the Comfort of Board- 
wages again. 

6 Foot. Well, well, I have my Mony for all that. 

1 Foot.. Why, what a pretty. Fellow have we here 
debauch'd from ns, and our Society, by living in a ci- 
vil Family! But this comes of keeping good Hours, and 
living orderly : Idlenefs. after Supper, in your private 
Houtes, is the Mother of many Miſchiefs among the 
Maids. | 

Foot. Ay, ay, want of Emplo t has thrown him 

— ſome — Chamber- CT a now he ſets up 
tor good Husbandry, to father her Failizgs, and get a 
Wet Nurſe for his Lady. 
6 Foot. Better ſo, than to father your Maſter's Baſtards, 
as you do ſometimes ; or now and then cheat him of 
his Wench, in the Convey, and ſteal his Clap from 
him. 

4 Foot, Gad I mercy i'faith, Lad, 


a 3 Foot, 


Cuckolds make Themſehoes. 27% 


3 Foot. That indeed is a Sin I often commit. and.fome- 
times repent of: But, the Good with. the Bad L have ne. 
reaſon to complain of my Service. 

6 Foot. Pray don't trouble your Head about mine then. 

2 Foot. Come, come, we have all good Places if we 
can keep em: And for my Part, I am tao in my 
Maſter's Affairs, to fear the loſing of mine: What think 
you of the Family of the Friendall, my Lads? a publick 
private Family, newly ſet up, and of vary fair: Recep- 
tion 


3 Foot. Ay, Dick. Thou haſt the time ont indeed. 

2 Foot. The Maſter of it frank and free, to make an 
Invitation to the whele Town; and the Miſtreſs hoſpita- 
ble and handſom, to give em welcome and content: For 
my Maſter knows every body, and contrives that every 
body ſhall know her. 

3 Foot. Ay, marry Sir, there's. a Family to breed up a, 
Pimp in! You may make a Fortune our of ſuch a Mi- 
ſtreſs, betore your Maſter can get hey with Child. 

2 Foor. My Maſter has been married. not a quarter of a 
Year, and half the young Men in Town know his Wife; 
already; nay, know that he ha» known enough of her, 
not to care for her alre 0 

3 Foot. And thet may be 2 very good Argument for 
ſome of em, to perſwade her to know a little of ſome 
body elſe, and care as little for him. h 

: * A very good Argument, if ſhe takes it by the 
right handle. 
2 Foot. Some of your Maſters, I warrant you, will yut 
it into her Hand, 

3 Foot. I know my Maſter has a Deſign upon her, 

2 Foot. And upon all the Women in Town. 

4 Foot. Mine is in love with her. 

5 Foot. And mine has hopes of her. 

3 Foot. Every Man has hopes of a new marry'd Wo- 
man: For ſhe marries to like her Man; and if upon Trial 
ſhe finds ſhe can t like her Husband; ſhe'll find ſome bo- 
dy elſe that ſhe can like, in a very little time, I warrant 
ber, or change her Men till ſhe does. N 


NX 2 Foote 
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2 Foot. Let her like as many as ſhe pleaſes. and wel- 
come: As they thrive with her, I ſhall thrive by them: 
T grind by her Mill, and ſome of em I hope will ſet it 
a going. Beſides, ſhe has diſcover'd ſome of my Maſter's 
Intrigues of late, that may help to fill the Sails; but I ſay 
nothing, I will take Fees a both ſides, and betray nei- 
ther, 

3 Foot. If your Lady loves play, as they fay ſhe does, 
ſhe will be ſo far in your Intcreſt, that he that makes 
kis Court to her, muſt have Mony to recommend him--- 

2 Foot. To me he muſt indeed, if he expects my Aſſiſt- 
ance. 

5 Foot. Come, eome, what do you think of my Ma- 
ter, Mr. Lovemere, for the Lady? 

3 Foot ] don't think of him. 

2 Foot. Not ſo much as ſhe does, I believe you ; he's 
a generous Gentleman, and deſerves very well of her, 
and me. | 

1 Foot. My Mafter, Mr. Vellvile, is often at your Houſe. 

3 Foot. He. follows Mrs. Sightly, I can tell you. But 
if your Lady, Mrs. Friendall, has a Mind to be very well 
us'd; not to ſettle to't; bur __ by the way of a faſhi- 
onable Reyenge, or ſo, to do her ſelf juſtice upon her 
Husband; I look upon Mr. Wilding, my Maſter, one or 
other, to be the clevereſt Cuckold-Maker in Covent- 
Garden. . 

2 Foot. Not to ſettle to't indeed, for your Maſter is 
not over conſtant. | 
3 Foot. He does not ſtay in a Family, to be challeng'd 
into Weſtminſter-Hall, by the Husband's Action of battery, 
for an Aſſault upon his Wife; he is not ſo conſtant, 

4 Foot. Or if your Lady be diſpos'd to the more refin'd 
part of an Amour, without the Brutality, or deſign of 
Enjoyment, only for the Pleaſure of being talk'd of, or 

fo forth — | 
3 Foot. Your Maſter Courtall will fit her to a Hair: For 
he will be as fond of the Appearances of an Intrigue, 
as ſhe can be; to ſce him in the Chaſe, you would think 
he had pleaſure in the Sport ; for he will be as ſure al- 


ways to follow her, as never to preſs her: He will take 
as 


as 
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as much Pains, to put her undeſervedly into a Lampoon, 
upon his Account, as he would to avoid a handſom Oc- 
caſion, in private, to qualifie her for the Scandal 

2 Foot. In ſhort, Mr. Courtall will do every thing, but 
what he ought to do, with a Woman. 

4 Foot. He has broke off with three Gentlewomen, 
upon my Word, within theſe two Months, for coming 
on too faſt upon that Buſineſs, 

2 Foot. Well, there are Pretenders enow; ſo I have the 
Profit, let my Lady take the Pleaſure of the Choice: I'm 
for the * en Es Lig 

Foot. What, Harry, thou nothing to 
Mittreſ, Mrs. — N g 
* Foot. Nothing extraordinary, but that I'm tir'd of 


3 Foot. She lives, as ſhe us'd to do, leaſt at home; has 
no Buſineſs of her own, but a great deal of other Peo- 
ples. All the Men in Town follow her, but tis for other 
Women; for ſhe has frightned every one from a Deſign 
upon her: Then ſhe's a general Confident ; and ſome- 
times reports no more than ſhe knows; but that's a Fa- 
your indeed, from a Wit, as they ſay ſhe is. | 

7 Foot. If ſhe be a Wit, I'll be {worn, ſhe does not 


take me for one; for ſhe ſends me very often upon very 


ridiculous Errands. 

3 Foot. I think you have a correſpondent Porter, in eve- 
ry quarter of the Town, to diſperſe her ſcandalous Let- 
ters, which ſhe is always bantering one Fool or other 
withal? 

7 Foot. Four or Five always in pay with her. 

3 Foot. But when Horn-Fair comes, that's ſure to be 


. a Holy-Day, and every marry'd Man, that has a Wife 


handſomer than ſhe is, at her proper Coſt and Charges, 
may expect a Fairing, to put him in mind of his For- 
rune, | 
7 Foot. I find you know her too well, to deſire to live 
with her. 7 | 
3 Foot. I had rather be Maſter of the Ceremonies to a 
Vituing Lady, to Squire about her how-d-yous, and Uſher 
in the formal Salutations of all the Fops ia Town, upon 
Ns her 
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her Day; nay, tho' ſbe kept two Days a Week, than live 


in a Family with her. 


1 Foot. Will this damn'd Muſick- Meeting never be 

done? would the Cats- guts were in the Fidlers Bellies. 
Two Pages meeting. 

1 Page. My Smirku's Page. 

2 Page. Who's ? my Lady Woudmore ! 

1 Page. At your dear Service, Madam. 

2 Page. © Lord! Madam, I am ſurpriz d to fee your 
Ladyſhip bere — 

2 Foot. What have we here? 

3 Foes. The Monkies Apeing their Ladies, let em go 


2 Page. How can your Ladyſbip deſcend into theſe 
little Diverſions of 3 the Plays and the Muſick- 
meetings ? 

1 Page. Little Diverſions indeed, Madam, to us, who 
have ſeen ſo much better abroad, and ſtill retain too much 
of the Delicacy of the French, to be pleas'd with the bar- 
barous Performances of theſe Engle. . 

3 Poor. That's a touch for ſome of em. 
1 Page. Yet there's no ſtaying always at home, your 
Ladyſhip knows 

2 Page. Nor being always feen in the Drawing-room, 
I vow and ſwear —— 

1 Page. So that, Madam, we are almoſt under a Ne- 


2 Page. 3 Gs — of ſhewing eur felyes 
ſometimes. 
1 Page. Ay, but, Madam, then the Men, they do fo 
ONE — 
3 Foor. Ah! very well, Mr. Charles. | 
1 Page. Into all the little Confulions, that a Woman is 
liable to upon thoſe Occaſions. 
2 Page. I ſwear my Lord Simperwel has an irreſiſtible 
way with him. 
1 Page. He ogled me all the Muſick long, I believe e- 
body took notice of it, ſo furiouſly, I could not 
bear it my ſelf; I yow and fwear, he almoſt made me 
bluſh; and 1 would rather do any thing to deſerve bluſh- 
7 nig, 


on 
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1 ing, in another place, thin by a Country Modeſty hetray 
bre ſk an unpardonable Want of Breeding, to the cenſure 
of ſo much good Company. ; 

3 Foor. I dare ſwear for her Ladyſhip, ſhe had rather 
do. it than bluſh for't. 

1 Page. Why how now, jack Sauce? [To the Footman, 
But did 1 bluſh, Madam? [To the, Page. 

2 Page. Only for your Friends, Madam, to fee us ia 
neglected. 2 - 

1 Page. Fie, fig, Madam, you made your. Conqueſt too. 
I minded no body but my Lord; and I vow and wear, 
I muſt own it, Madam, be ogles one more like a Man 
of Quality, than any body about Town, that I know. of, 
and I think | am pretty well acquainted with all the ſoſt 
Looks in Town. 

2 Page. One after another we have em all but je- 
ſu, Madam —— 

1 Page. a Madam. 

2 Page. They ſay the French Fleet will be here next, 
Summer, with their Towrviles, and their Things, and Je- 
fu, Madam, Raviſh us all. 

1 Page. O Lord, Madam, Rayiſhing us is nothing, but 
our dear Religion, Madam, what will they do to that? 

2 Page. Ay, what indeed, Madam ? : 

1 Page. I would not loſe the 8 of our 
Churches, for the beſt Religion in Chriſtendom. 

3 Foot. You are pretious Pages indeed, betray your La- 
dies Secrets, before you come into em. 

Within, Make way for my Lord there, bear back Gen- 


1 Fooe. So, ſo, tis done at laſt, let's get the Coaches to 
Door. Exeum Ones. 


N 


5 


＋ * 8 


7 B. 


* 


ſo 


The Curtain dramm up, ſhews the Company. at the Mwſick- 
Meeting; after an Italian Song, Lovemore, Wellvile, 
Wilding, Courtall, Springame, Friendall, Ruffle, Mrs. 
Friend Il, Sightly, Wirwoud, Fanny auge 1 the 
Front of the Stage. 

Mr. Eri. Ladics and Gentlemen, haw did you like the 

Muſick ? * . 

Sight. 
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Sight. O very fine ſure, Sir. : 

Wit What ſay you to't, young Gentlemen ? 

1. I have ſomething to ſay to you, I like a great 
deal better, provided you won't laugh at me. 

[Going aſide with her. 

But the Muſick's extreamly fine — [ To the Company. 

Well. Eſpecially the vocal Part. For I did not under- 
ſtand a Word on't. 

Mr. Fri. Nor I, faith, Hellvile but the Words were 
Italian, they ſung well, and that's enough for the Plea- 
ſure of the Ear. 

Court. By which I find your Senſe is ſound. 

Mr. Fri. And ſound Senſe is a very good thing, Court- 
all —-- [Goes to Wild. 

Well. That thou wot never be the better for. 

Mr. Fri. Wilding, thou haſt been ſo buſie about that 
young Girl there, thou know'ſt nothing of the Matter. 

Wild. O, Sir, you're miſtaken, I am a great Admi- 
Ter — 

Mr. Fri. Of every thing in Petticoats. | 

Mild. Of theſe Muſic| Entertainments; I am very 
Muſical, and love any call, that brings the Women toge- 
me; * | 

Mr. Fri. Vocal, or Inſtrumental! which do you moſt 
approve of? If you are for the Inſtrumental, there were 

the Sonata's to Night, and the Chacons, which you 
know —— . 

Mild. The Sonata's and the Chacons which I know ! 
Not I, Sir, I don't know em: They may be two Itali- 
an Fidlers of your Acquaintance, for any thing I know 
of em. 

Mr. Pri. Fie, fie, Fidlers! Maſters, if you pleaſe, Wild- 
ing, Maſters, excellent in their Art, and famous for ma- 
ny admirable Compoſitions. ¶ Mingles with the Company. 
Court. So, he's faſt in his own Snare, with his Sonata's, 
and Chacons: But hew goes the World, Wilding ? 

Wild. The ſame Women every Day, and in every pub- 
lick Appearance. 

Court. Here are ſome Faces, I ſee, of your Acquaint- 
ancc. a 


Mild. 


n 
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Wild. Ay, Pox take em, I fee em too often to for- 
em: Would their Owners thought as ill of em as I 
o, they would keep 'em at home: But they are for 
ſhewing their Show ſtill, tho' no body cares for the Sight. 
[They mix with the Company. 
Wit. Methinks 'tis but good Manners in Mr. Lovemore, 
to be particular to your Siſter, when her Husband is ſo 
Univerſal to the Company. | : 
Spring. Prithee leave her to her Husband : ſhe has ſatiſ- 
fied her Relations enough in marrying this Coxcomb ; 
now let her ſatisfie her l, if ſhe pleaſes, with any body 
ſhe likes better, 
Wit. Fie, fie, there's no talking to you, you carry my 
Meaning further than I defign'd. | 
Spring. Faith I took it up but where you left it, very 
near the Matter, 2 
Mit. No, no, you grow ſcandalous; and I would 
not be thought to ſay a ſcandalous thing of a Friend. 
Spring. Since my Brother-in-Law is to- be a Cuckold, 
as it muſt be mightily my Siſter's Fault if he be not, I 
think Lovemore as proper a Fellow to carry on ſo chari- 
table a Work, as ſhe could ha' lit upon: And if he has 
her Conſent to the Buſineſs, ſhe has mine, I aſſure 
ou. 
: Wit. A very reaſonable Brother! | 
Spring. Would you would be as reaſonable a Friend, 
and allow me as many Liberties as I do her. 
Wit. Why. ſo I will: She has the Men, and you ſhall 
have the Women, the whole Sex to pick and chuſe —— 
Spring. One Miſtreſs out of — | 1 
Wit. As many as you pleaſe, and as often as you have 
Occaſion. n . 
Spring. Why, Faith, that pleaſes me very well; you 
hit my Conftinition, as if you were familiar w.th it, or 
had a Mind to be ſo. 9 
Wit. Not I indeed, Sir. | 
Spring. And I have, as you were ſaying 
Wi, As I was ſaying! © "BE 


Spring, 
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Spring. ofien an Ocraſion for a Miſtreſs. 
21 know nothing of your 


92 Shall I brin inted with ſome of em? 
ing. ng you acquainted. wHh ſome of em 

I have great Variety, and have, every Day, a new occa- 
ion for a new Miſtreſs: If you have 2 mind to be ſatiſ- 
fied in this Point, let me go along with you---- 

IWit. Home with me? 

Spring. Or home with me, will do my Buſineſs as well. 

Wit. But it won't do. mine, Sir. 

Spring. Then let it be home wich you, tho! my Lodg- 

ing is very convenient. 
Wi. Why, this is ſudden indeed, upon ſo ſmall an Ac- 
uaintance: But tis ſomething too ſoon for you, and a 
ttle too late for me. | 
Spring. Not to repent, I hope, Madam ? Better late than 
never, you know: Come, come, I have known a worſe 
LD RIEL 
it, is. Offer you wi to Woman, 
*tlll it be receiv d, I dare anſwer for you. 

Spring. That's more than you can do for your (elf for 
refuſing it. But the Folly fall upon your owe Head: I 
have done my part, and os your fault if you're idle 


[ Goes away. 
Sight. You have been entertain'd, Couſin —— 
[Sigbtly ta her. 


Wit. By a very pretty prating Fellow, Couſin; and I 
could be contented to let him ſhow his Parts this way, 
as often as be pleas d. 

Sight. What! like a Man of Honour, he's for making 
good what he ſays 

Wit. And comes ſ _ upon that Buſineſs, he won't 
_ afford a Woman a reaſonable liking-time, to make a de- 
cent Excuſe to her ſelf, if ſhe ſnou d allow him a Favour. 

Sight. The young Officer has heard enough of your 
Character, I ſuppoſe, not to put it too much into your 
power of laughing at him. . 

Wit. I'm ſorry tor't: I would have a Man know juſt 
enough ot me, to make him a Lover; * 
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an Aſs. | 
Sight. This will came home to you one day. 
Wit. Tn any ſhape but a Husband, Couſin. But methinks 
Lovernore and Mrs. Friendall are very ſeriouſiy hm 
[Obſerving Lovemore with Mrs. Friendall. 
Sight. 1 have had an Eye upon em. 
Wit. For ſuch a Trifle as Cuckolding a Husband is in 
this Town. 
Sight. The Men will always deſign upon our Sax; but 
I dare anſwer for her 
Hit. And fo will I. That if ſhe ſhould: fall from the 
frailty of the Fleſh, into that Fally, ſbe will appear no 
Monſter, what ever her Hugband may be. What ſay you 
to a ramble after the Muſick? 
Sight. I ſay nothing to't. . 
Wit. A Hackney jaunt, from one end of the Town to 
other ? | 
Wit. I know two ſeveral gone into the City, 
one to Pentacks, and F other to the Rummer, to : 
1 Ce 24 s 
on our Maſques, | up 
E Men, to make their Won uneaſie: There's one 
of em to be marry d. it may do good upon her, by ſhew- 
ing what ſhe muſt truſt to, if ſhe will have a 0 
Sight. And can you be ſo miſchievous? 
it. Can you reſiſt the Temptation? 
Sight. I came with ird Friendall, and muſt go home 
with her. Look to your Charge there. 
Wit. I have an Eye that way. 
Sight. We ſhall ſee you to- Morrow, Coulin ? 
Wit. At your Toylet, Couſin; you are always 
Vilit. [Goes 10 Wilding, and Fanny. 
Mrs. Fri. Is this your Friendſhip to Mr. Frigada(#t I 
muſt nor hear it, 
Love, You ſee he gives you leave. 
Mrs. Fri. Therefore I can't take it; the Confidence is 
ſo generous, that ey'n that wou d ſecure me to him. | 


Love. 
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Love. The Confiden:e is as generous on your fide; and 
do you think that will ſecure him to you? 

Mrs. Fri. I'll ask him, if you pleaſe. 

Love. You'll but diſturb him. 

Mrs. Fri. Mr. Friendall. Calling him. 
Mr. Fri. Ha! what's the Matter, Madam? 

Mrs. Fri, There has happen d here a ſcurvy Diſpute be- 
tween me and one of your Friends, Sir, as you think fit 
to call 'em. | 

Mr. Fri. A Diſpute! about what, prithee? But before I 
hear a Word on't, Lovemore, thou art certainly in the 

wrong, in holding an Argument with a Woman. 

Love. I begin to think ſo too, Sir, for conten ing with 
a Lady, that will be try'd by no Body, but her Husband, 

Mr. Fri. But what's the Buſineſs? Nothing extraordina- 
ry between you, I hope? 

Mrs, Fri. Believe me, Sir, I think it very extraordi- 
nary —— | 

"2g Very extraordinary indeed, Madam, to be ſo pub- 
lickly expos d for a private Opinion. : | 

Mrs. Fri. And you ſhall be the judge of the Difference. 
Mr. Fri. No, no, no Difference among Friends, it muſt 
not come to that, IH make up all Differences between 
ou. 
: Love. You may do much indeed to ſet all ſtraight. 
Mr. Fri. And ſo I will, faith Lovemore, I'Il reconcile all 
Fl warrant you; but come, what is this mighty Matter 
between you? | 
Ms. Fri. I think it a mighty Matter, Mr. Friexdall, to 
be ſo far ſuſpected in my Conduct, that any one, under 
the Title of your Friend, ſhould dare, in your abſence, to 
be fo very familiar with me —— 
Mr. Fri. How, Madam! 
| Tove. All will out, I ſee. [Afide. 
Mr. Fri. In my Abſence, ſo very familiar with you. 
| Mrs. Fri. As to cenſure theſe innocent Liberties that 
4 the Women allow themielyes in the Company of their 
! Husbands. 
f Love. So, ſhe has ſav'd her Credit with me, and mine 
4 with her Husband. ; 
[ Mrs, Friendall joins Mrs, Sightly and Witwoud. 
| Mr, Fri, 


— r 


Mr. Fri. Why, Lovemore, thou art in the wrong of all 
this; I deſir'd you to ſport off a little Gallantry with my 
Wife, to entertain and divert her, from making her Ob- 
ſervations upon me, and thou doſt nothing but play the 


Critick upon her. 


Love. I find I was miſtaken. But how wou'd you 


have me behave my {elf G . 

Mr. Fri, Why, I wou'd have you very frequent in your 
Vilits, and ”—_ obliging to my Wife: Now and — to 
carry on our other Pleaſures the better: For an Amuſe- 
ment, or ſo, you may ſay a civil Thing to her, for ev 
Woman, you know, loves to have a civil Thing faid to 
her ſometimes; but then you muſt be very cautious in 
the Expreſſion; if ſhe ſhou'd in the leaſt apprehend that 
you had a delign upon her, *rwou'd raiſe the Devil in one 
part of the Family, and lay him in another, perhaps, 
where I had a mind to employ him: Therefore I wou'd 
have you keep in Favour with her----- 

Love. I'll do my beſt, I promiſe you. 

Mr. Fri. She's inclining, you muſt know, to ſpeak very 
well of you; and that ſhe does of very few of the Men, 
I aflure you: She approves of the Intimacy and Friend- 
ſhip between us, and of your coming to the Houſe ; and 


that may ſtand you in ſtead with the Lady, you wot of- 


Love. I apprehend you----ſo. begging the Ladies Par- 
don [To Mrs. Friendall.] with a deſign of doing ſume- 
thing to deſerve it---- | | 

Hit. That will never fail with the Women, Mr. Love- 
more. ' 

Love. 1 will make an Intereſt with the Maſters, to give 
you a Song at parting. [ Goes to the Maſters, 

S'ght. An Engliſh Song, good Mr. Lovemore. 

Mr. Fri. O by all means, an Engliſh Song. 

| [ Goes to the Maſters too. 

Helv. Any Song, which won't oblige a Man to tell 
you, he has ſeen an Opera at Venice to underſtand. 

f Mr. Fri. Pray, let him ſing the Ladies the Song I gave 
im. 

Muſick-Mafter. Which Song, Sir? 

Mr. Fri, The laſt, 

Muſick- 
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Mr. Fri. Not ſet, 2 — him, to the Ladies. 
Lowe: That's-a Fault hel] never forgive you 


Magſial- Maſter. Why, really, Sir, L would ferve any Gen- 


tleman to my power; but the Words are ſo abominably 


aut off the way of Muſick, I dont know how to humour 
em: There's no ſetting em, or ſinging em, to pleaſe 

Sight: O! but we loſe by this. | 

Mr: Fri. Hang em, idle Raſcals; they care not what 
Entertainment we loſe, ſo they have but our Mony. 

Sight. Is it your own Song My. Friendall? 

Mr. Fri. I muſt not rob your Ladyſnip of your Part 
in it. 

Sight. My Part in your Song, Sir! 

2 Mule that inſpir d me; I writ 
it our Ladyſhip. 

Sur. Fie, fie; Ala Pride wou'd: ruin me: But I know 
you ſay ſo to every Woman. [She turns from him, 

My. Fri. 1 gad, the's i'th' right on't; I have told a Do- 
zen fo already at the Mulick-meeting, and moſt of em 
believe me. 

Sight. Does Mr. Friendall often write Madam ? 

Mrs. Fre. He does many things, 
dam; but I think be loves me, and that excuſes him. to 
me: Tho, you may be ſure; tis with the tenderoſt Con- 
cern for my own Reputation, that I ſte my Husband 
daily trifle auray his ſo notoriouſly, in one Folly or ot her 
of the Town. [ Goes to Mr. Friendall. 

Wit. For her own Reputation, it muſt be; for the 
World will believe, ſhe turns ſuch a Husband to the right 
Uſe, whatever ſhe ſays to the contrary. 

Mrs. Fri. Mr. Friendall, pray be fatisfy'd with a good 
Eſtate; and not imagine, becauſe 
every thing elle. The buſineſs of writing Songs ſhould 


be over with a marry'd Man. And ſince I can't be ſuſ- 


pected to be the Phillis, or Cloris, tis an Affront to me, 
to have any other Woman thought ſo. 

Mr. Fri. Indeed, Madam, ſo far you are right: I never 
heard of any Man, that writ a Song upon his Wife. 
SONG 


he- ſhou'd. not do, Ma- 


you have that, you hare 


— 
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grateful Love? Thus every Hour, 
122 me by hey Des? | 
You tyrannize to ſhew your Power ; 
2 She, to tri in my Pain. 
You, who can laugh at human Waes, 
And Victims to her Pride deere, 
On me, welding Slave, impoſe 
Town Chains; but leave the Rebel free. 
How fatal are your poiſon ¶ Darts! 
Her conqu ring Eyes the Trophies boaſt, 
e Hearts, 7 
That in her Charms and Scorn are loft. | 


A Death, to oaſs me of my Cure; 
Which ſhe delays, to make me 
The force of Beauty, and ir. 


Mr. Fri. Lovemore, we may thank you. for this: But 
when you keep your Promiſe to me, at Dinner, to Mor- 
row, and you, and you, and' all of you, Gentlemen, 
[Speaks to all the Men] I'll do you Realon to the good 
Company. Some of my- Servants there i 

to the Doors 


2 Madam, I am very luckily here to offer you my 
vice. 

Atrs. Fri. No particular Woman muſt expect it from fo 
general a Follower of the Sex, as Mr. Conrtadt is. 

Court. A general Follower of the Sex indeed, Madam, 
in my Care of 'em. 

Mrs. Fri. Beſides, tis dangerous to be ſeen with a Man 
of your Character; for if you don't make it an Intrigue, 
the Town makes it for you: And that does moſt of your 
Buſmeſs as well. | 

Court. There's no knowing a Man by his Character in 
this Towa ; the partiality of Friends, and the a” 
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of Enemies, who divide it, always make him better or 
worſe than he deſerves. . 

Mrs. Fri. If you have no regard to = Reputation, 
pray be tender of your own. Tis now-a-days as ſcanda- 
ous in a Man, who wou'd be thought to know the 
Town (as I know you wou'd) to wait upon a bare Face 
to her Coach, as it us'd to be to lead out a Vizard-Mack: 
But the Pit has got the better of the Boxes, with moſt of 
you, in that point of Civility; and I don't doubt, but it 
turns to better Account. | 

Spring. Indeed, Siſter, it does turn to better Account; 
and therefore we muſt provide for our ſelves —— 

[Takes Courtall with him to Mrs. Witwoud. 

Why, here's a Woman, Comrtall---.. If ſic has a Vizard- 


Mask to encourage me---- [Love. goes to Mrs. Fri. 


I cou'd go to the World's end with her: But, as ſhe is, 
bare-fac'd, and an honeſt Woman-.-- 
Wt. You'll do a fooliſh thing, for once; fee her to her 
Coach, I dare ſay for you, to make her otherwiſe. 
Spring. Why, if it muſt be ſo----. [Addreſſing to her. 
IWild. You own your Aunt is a Bed; and you ice Mrs. 
Witwoud's too buſie to mind your going away with me. 
Fan, I can't to Night. bat I'll call upon you to Mor- 
row Morning, as I go to Six a Clock Prayers. 
Love. I hope, Madam, I may without Exception wait 
upon you. [ To Mrs. Friendall. 
Welv. And, Madam, I have the Title of an old Servant 
to your Ladyſhip, to expect that Favour from you 
[To Mrs. Sightly. 
Sight. Mr. Friendall, having a handſom Wife in the 
Company, may be jealous; and you will pardon me, if I 
am unwilling to give him a ſuſpicion ot a Man, whom ! 
would have every Body think as well of, as 1 do my ſelt. 
Mrs. Fri. Mr. Friendall gives you more Opportunities 


than I can approve of, and I cou'd wiſh you wou'd not 


take the Advantage of em they'll turn to no Account, 
Mr. Fri. Come, Ladies, I am your Man I find---- _ 
[ Leads Mrs. Sightly, Mrs. Friendall following. 
Ryf. What think you of this Occalion ? 


Love. 
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Love. You can't have a better; follow him And be 

famous---- [Springam leads Witwoud, Wilding leads 
Fanny out. Ruffle after the Company. 

Well. What _ you now 5 1 - 4 

Love. Why all my Hopes of the Wife depending u 
the ſenſeleſs pchaviour of the Husband ; I have =-_ Ar rey 
by this Fellow, before her Face too, to expoſe him, a 
way that muſt ruin him with her for eyer; let's fol- 
low, and expect the Event Exeumt. 


SCENE cbanges to the Street. 


Several Link-Boys, and Footmen. 


Link, Have a Light, Gentlemen, have a Light, Sir. 
[Springam with Witwoud. 
Spring. Light your ſelves to the Devil. | 
{Wilding with Fanny, and ſeveral others. 
2 Link. Bleſs you, Maſter, we can find the Way in the 
dark. Shall 1 light your Worſhip there? 
Spring. Then call a Coach, and thy Wit fhall be thy re- 
ward, | 
5 Foot. Me. Friendall's Coach there----'Tis at the Door, 
Sir, 
Enter Mr. Friendall leading Mrs. Sightly with his Wife; 
Ruffle enters after em. Lovemore and Welville in 
the Rear, 
My. Fri. 1 muſt improve every Opportunity with your 
Ladyſhip, to convince you of the Truths I have been tel- 
ling you to Night, — in this Billet, I give it under my 
Hand how very much I am your Servant---- 8 
[Sightly throws it behind her. 
Sight. Fie, fie, before your Wite---- Ruffle takes it up. 
Mrs. Fri. Sir, that Paper does not belong to you. 
[ Friendall leads Mys. Sightly off, and returns for his Wife. 
_ Don't be jealous, Lady, I know no deſign the 
Gentlewoman has as yet upon my Perſon, and Ill belong 
to you, if this Gentleman pleaſes. a 
Mr. Fri. You're pleas d to be merry, Sir, but no touch - 
ing her, 1 beſeech oo. 


Mrs, Fri, 
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Mrs. Fri. What wou'd the Fellow have? 
Ryf. Why, I wou'd have this Fellow gone about his 
Buſineſs. | 

Mr Fri, My Buſineſs lies here at preſent, Sir. | 
Ref. You lie there, Sir. | 
[Hits Mr. Friendall à Box on the Ear, and draws; the | 
Women ſhriek, Mrs. Friendall pretends to kold her 
Husband, the Company come 'em. 4 

Mrs. Fri. Good Mr. Friendall, another time, conſider 
where you are. You are more a Man of Honour, I know, | 
than to draw your Sword among the Women; I am ſor. | 
ry this has happen'd in a Place where you can't right your 
Al, without wronging the Company. But you'll find a | 
time to do a Juſtice to Un ſelf, and the Ladies, Who 

have ſuffer'd in the apprehenſion of ſuch a Brutality. | 
Spring. I'll go along with you 3 
| LA go off but Witwoud. | 
Wit, Wou'd the Devil had em, for drawing their 

Swords here; I have loſt my little Captain in the Fray: 
My Charge is departed too, and for this Night 1 ſuppole || 
has left me to make an Excuſe to the Family, for her ly- | 
ing abroad with a Country Couſin, or ſo; that Rogue 
Wilding has carry'd her Home with him, and 'tis as well 
now, as a Week hence, for when theſe young Wenches Þ 
once ſet their Hearts upon't, every thing gives them an] 
Opportunity te ruin themſelves : Her Aunt Teazall bas 
made her riſe to Six · a. Clock Prayers, to fine purpeſe, if 
this be the Fruits of her Devotion: But ſince ſhe muſt fall 
to ſome Body, 'm glad Wilding has her, for he'll uſe her 
ill enough in a little time, to make her wiſer for the fu- | | 
ture; by the 1 and 3 of this In- 
. trigue, (being iſappointed of many things fhe 91 
Fr "the may make 4 Me of Neceſſity, — be ſhe 
| 1 can't keep him to her ſelf, and make an honeſt Man 2 


1 very good Wife yet. [Exit 
4d Lovemore, Wellvile, Ruffle return. | 
104 FN. I have done my Part, and am fatisfied with the 
1 Honour of the Achievement. | | 
i 4 Love. Tis a Reputation clcar- gain d: Since there's n 
| danger of accounting for t. | 


Ru 
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1 — ing my 
ſelf, 1 am your humble Servant Exit. 
Wellyv. Who is this Hero, rae? 
Love. Why this is a Spark, that has had the Misfortune 
of being kick d very lately, and I have — him _ this 


occaſion of repair his Honour, upon 


Friend, a preate rd than biea(Gl: k He — d 
my Ends, now — him ſerve the Towns. 

Welbv. But did you obſerve how the Lady behaved her 
—4 the Quarrel, to conceal her — Cates 
diſe? 

Love. What a handſom Excuſe ſhe made in his Fa- 
vour, to the Company? when ſhe can never make any 
for him to her a 

Wide. This matter well manag! manag'd, may turn to ac- 
count; tho' you muſt not een to him, 
may take the Aduen of. his Expoling bog amb, = 

Los And let her ſay what ſhe can upon 
I believe no Woman can be contented to 4— — Ho- 
nour much than her Fortune in the Poſſeſſion of 
a Man, who has no Fund of his own, to anſwer in. Sc- 
curity for either. 

Thus, who a Married Woman's Love would win, 

Should with the Husband's Failings firſt 

Make him but in the Fault, and you ſhall 

A good Excuſe will make moſt Women kind, [Exemnt; 


— 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


Witwoud at & Table, with Betty, and 4 Footmas 
Waiting. 


Wi. TO News of my Couſin Fanny this Morning? 

Ber. For God's fake, Madam, not a Word of 
her lying out to Night, we ſhall have the Devil to de 
with the old Gentlewoman, if ſhe knows it. 


Mi. 
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Wit. That's a Secret I can keep from her, for my own 
fake, Betty: But how comes this about? I'm quite out 
of Gilt Paper; Harry, you fetch me two or three Quire 
from Mr. Bentley's, * call at Mrs. Da Robe's, my Man- 
toa Womans, as you come back, for Letters——and 
d'you hear? Give this Note to Foe the Porter. he needs 
no InſtruRions; let him leave it for Mr. Wilding — 
[Footman and Maid go out] I find I muſt meddle in this 
Buſineſs; for her Vitits at this rate, will not oniy be trou- 
bleſom to him (as I would have em) but in a little 
time, be publick to the whole Town: Now, tho' I am 
very well pleaſed with any matter of Scandal; I am fo 
nearly related to the Intereſt of this Girl, I would not 
have her the occaſion of it. They ſay the Underſtanding 

- ought to be ſuited to the Condir.on, to make any one 

happy: Would ſhe were in a Condition ſuitable to her 

Underſtanding ; ſhe has Wit enough for a Wife, and 

thing elſe that I know of. | 
Teazall enters to her. 

Teaz. O, Madam! you're Wellcome home. 

Mit. Rather Good- morrow, Couſin. 

Teax. Rather Good-morrow indeed, that's the pro- 
perer Salutation: For you're never to be ſeen in your 
Lodging at any other time of the Day; and then too, as 

ſoon as you're out a Red in a Morning, you ſummon a 
Congregation of your Fellows together, to hear you 
prate by the Hour, flatter every Body in the Company, 
ſpcak ill of every one that's abſent, and ſcatter about the 
Scandal of that Day. | 

Wit. Why, Madam, you won't quarrel at that, I 
hope, tis one of the moſt faſhionable innocent Diverſions 
of the Town, it makes a great deal of Mirth, ſpeaking 
ill of People, and never does any Body any harm. 

Teaz. Not with any that know you, I believe. How 
came you home laſt Night? The Night before, you ar- 
riv d like a carted Bawd, juſtly puniſh'd for the Sins of the 
People. You conteſs'd you were forc'd to bilk your 
Coach, to get rid of the Coxcombs that dog d you from 
the Play-Houſe, and being purſu'd by the Coachman and 

Footmen, (tor I don't — but you gave the Gentle · 
men 
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men encouragement enough to come home with 
you look 'd as if you belong d to a Cellar, in ſome o 
Allies you were hunted through, and had been  Cater- 
wawling in all the Kengels in Town. 

Wit. That was an unfortunate Night indeed. 

Teaz. Well, deliver every good Woman's Child, I ſay, 
from ſuch dagple-tail'd Courſes as theſe are; what, it 
be the end of em, I beſeech you? You will make your 
ſelf as odious in a little time, ag you endeavour to m 
every Body elſe: This is not the way to get a Husbandz 
the Men know too much of you already, to deſire any 
more of you. 

n. I don't ſet up for a Husband. 

Teaz. Marry come up here! you may have an occafion 
for an Husband, when you can't get ane. Husbands are 
not always to be had at a Months warning, to finiſh ano- 
ther Man's Work: What, tis beneath the Character of x 
ſhe Wit, I ſuppoſe, to be conſtant: Or is a Husband out 
of Faſhion with you forſooth? Another Woman's Huſ- 
band can go down with you to my knowledge, and as 
ugly a Rogue too, with as hanging a Countenance, as I, 
cou'd wiſh any Villain I had a mind to be rid of 
your Diverſion, as you call him, | 

Wit, O ſpare my Shame, I own he is my Curſe, doom't 
for my Plague a Pleaſure, " 9% 

Teaz. Spare your Shame! I'll ſay that for you, you 
have not been ſparing of any Endeavour that cou d bri 
a Shame any way into the Family where-ever you liv'd 
yet; if there was ever a Fool ſoft enough to throw it 
upon. All your Relations know you, and are afraid to 
have you in a Houſe with 'em: And I ſuppoſe you are 
very well pleas'd to be from under their Roof; to have 
your Fellows come after you to my Houſe as they do; 
and as I am Fool enough to allow of. | 

Mit. For no harm, Couſin, I hope. | 

Teaz. Perhaps you think it no harm; and, indeed, it 
can't eaſily do you any. harm: But, Im ſure, I have one 
of my Nieces already undone, by your bringing her ac- 
quainted with ſome of 'em. I was forc'd to marry he 
you know, below her Rank (for the uſual Reafon of this 

Vol. I. O | Eud 
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End of the Town) into the City, where *twas leſs ſcan- 
dalous, the Wives there having a Charter for what t 
do. And now Fanny, a very Girl, when I have provi- 
ded a Husband, and all, for her, (for ſhe muſt have a 
Husband.) ſhe- takes after her Siſter; (as a little thing 
will make a Preſident for what we are inclin'd to;) ſhe 
takes after her Siſter, I ſay, and is unfortunately engaged 
in a Paſſion for Mr. Wilding: And how to prevent it---- 

Wit. Indeed, I muſt acknowledge I was, in a great 
Meaſure, the unfortunate Cauſe of my Couſin Biddy's Miſ- 
carriage; but for my Couſin Fanny, rely upon me; no- 
thing ſhall come on't: I am now going to Mr. Wilding 
te Account; and have ſent a Note to ſecure him at 

his Lodgings till I come. 
| Enter Netty. 

Teaz. Well, where's this Girl? Why does not ſhe 
come, when I ſend for her? 

Betty. Madam, ſhe went to Six-a-Clock Prayers, and is 
not come back yet. 

Trax. God's Bodikins? has ſhe got the Trick on't? Of 
abuſing the Church into the place of Aſſignation already? 
Wilding has carry'd her home with him that's certain: 
Get you gone after her; may be you may prevent his 
wicked Deſign on her. Go, go, and redeem her, tho 
you leave your ſelf in her room. 

Wit. I'm oblig'd to you, truly, Madam. 

Teax. I dare venture you, you'il not be in Love him, 
you'll give him as good as he brings; and, let the worſt 
come to the worſt, you have liv'd too long in the Town, 
to be unealie for any Man; or be concern'd beyond the 
Pleaſure and Convenience of the Intrigue. Therefore I 
may venture you, a little time goes a great way in this 
Buſineſs; deliver her, and I won't find fault with you, 
theſe three Days you ſhall do what you pleaſe----- | Exe. 


SCENE Mr. Friendall's Houſe. 


Mrs. Friendall following Mr. Friendall. 


Mrs. Fri. Nay, Mr. Friendall, I know what you will 
object to me; but you muſt hear me out. The concern 
and 


little of the Matter, to hide it from my Fears; and there 
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and care of your Reputation, is as dear to me, as it can 
be tender to you; ſince I muit appear to the World, only 
in that Rank of Honour which you are pleas d to ma.n- 
tain, 
Mr. Fri. Why, Madam, you have as handſome an Equi 
page as any Man's Wife in Town, that has a Father alive. 
Ars. Fri. This muſt not put me off. I ſee you make 


indeed you're kind: But 'tis in vain to think of conceal-' 
ing from me what you intend; from what you oughe 
to do, I know what you will do, after ſo baſe a Wrong. 

Mr. Fri. A drunken Extravagance, the Fellow will be 
ſorry for't, when he's ſober ; | 

Mrs. Fri. If you wou'd flay till then. 

Mr. Fri. And beg my Pardon. 

Mrs. Fri. That he ſhall do, if that wou'd fatisfie you. 

Mr. Fri. _— _ Y 3 

Mrs. Fri. And let it ſatis it ought to ſati 
from ſuch a one. For, 1 — bo wou'd net — 
quarrell'd any where elſe, nor there neither, but upon the 

roſpect of being prevented, or parted, or ſecur d over 
Nig t, in order Aw Pardon in the Morning. 

My. Fri. Ay, Madam, but conſider 

Mrs. Fri. Pray conſider me, Mr. Friendall, I muſt ſuffer 
every way, if you proceed to a Revenge; in your dan- 
ger, which muſt be mine; in my Honour, which ought 
to be more yours, than to expoſe it upon every little 
Occaſion------ Come, come, in other things you haye a 
good Opinion of my Conduct, pray let me govern here: 
You may be afſur'd, I'll do nothing to lefſen you; the Sa- 
tis faction ſhall be as publick as the Aﬀront. Leave it to 
me for once, I wonnot be deny'd-—-- He is not worth 
your Danger. 

Mr. Fri. Well, you ſhall govern me, 

Mrs. Fri. What you are a marry'd Man, and haye a 
good Eſtate ſettled upon you; and ſhou'd not be account- 
able to every idle Rake- hell, that has a mind to eſtabliſh 
a Renown, from being troubleſome to publick Places. 
Ur. Fri, What then wou'd you propoſe? 


O 2 Ars. Fri. 
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Mrs. Fri. A ſmall Requeſt; not to ſtir abroad, nor be at 
home to any Body, till you hear from me. 

Mr. Fri. I promiſe you I won't----- Exit. 

Mrs. Fri. ] dare take your Word: His tameneſs laſt 
Night, and backwardoeſs this Morning, in. reſenting that 
Blow, fatisfie me that he, is not in a Fever for Fighting: 
J don't know that he is a Coward; but having hate 
Reaſons to ſuſpe& him. I thought this was my beſt way 
to hinder him from diſcovering. himſelf: For if be had 
betray d that Baſeneſs to me, 1 ſhou'd * him; and 

can I love the Man I muſt deſpiſe? Brother, I ſent for 
vou | [Springam 10 her. 
String. To make up this Quarsel I know, and I come 
to lend a helping Hand to the Work, I deſign to be a Se- 
cond in the Bulineſs. 

Mrs. Fri. You muſt be my Second then, for I have 
taken tke Quarrel upon me. 

Spring. With all my Heart, I 'gad; We, who live all 
the Summer for the, Publick, ſhou'd live in the Winter 
for our ſelves — | 

Mrs. Fri. And the Women, good Captain 

Spring. That's living for our ſelves, for tis not living 
without em: And a Duel now might but interrupt a 
Month of other, Henne perhaps, that would be more a- 
greeable to my Conſtitution, I aſſure you: Then we are 
to have no fighting it ſeems? 

V. Fri. For Reaſons I'll tell you hereafter, 

Spring. Nay. there. was no great danger of it; I have 
found out the Centleman's Lodgings, and Character. We 
ſhall ſtrike up a Peace before a Bottle to an end. 

Mrs. Fri. This Challenge muſt be deliver'd as from 
him: I truſt the Management to you; Only take this in 
Advice, that Mr. Friendall wants your Aſſiſtance within; 
you muſt ſtand by him, and. oblige, the Gentleman. to 
make him Satisfaction, without bringing his Perſon. in 


danger. . 
Spring. I underſtand you, and he ſhall fatisfie. him, or me. 
Mrs. Fri, See him fatisfy'd, and I'll fatisfie you, with 
ſomething ſhall be better to a younger Brother, than the 
falſe Muſters of a Winters Quarter, 


| Spring. 
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Spring. I warrant you. 2 Exit. 
Mrs, Fri. Whatever I tfink of him, I muſt not Jet him 
fall into the Contempt of the Town : Every little Fellow, 
I Know, will be cenriouly inquiſitive, And malicouſly 
witty, upon another Man's Cowardile, out of the 


of finding is great a Raſcal #5 Himſelf. How deſpicable 


a Condition muſt that Matrimony'be, when the Huzband 
(whom we look upon as a Sanctuary for a Woman's Ho- 
nour) muſt be 'oblig'd to the Diſcretion and Management 


of a Wife, for the Security of his own! Have a care of 


x 
” 
m 


thinking that way; for in a tniarry'd State, as in the Pub- 
lick, we tie our ſelves up, i ; but to be protected 


in our Perſons, Fortunes and Honours, by thoſe very 
Eaws that reſtrain us in other things; for fee will obey, 
but for the Benefit they receive from the Government 
| Enter Servant. 
Serv. Madam, Mr. Lovemore-— [Goes ont. 
Mrs. Fri. Lovemore here! 1 know he comes to tempt 
me to rebel; but I'm prepar d for him ——Good-morrow- 


Enter 'Lovernote. | 
Love, I cou'd not 7244 to ſee your Ladyſhip fo car- 


Mr. Lovemore. 


* 


ly: I come to Mr. Frięndall N 
Mr. Fri. May I thank you for the Viſit? OP 
Love. I come as a Friend, you may be ſure, Madam: 

Where your Honour concern d, T'can't be an Enemy. | 
Mrs. Fri. Not reaſonably, indeed, to any Man that 

wou d injure it, ſince you are a profeſs'd Enemy. 

Love. An Enemy! | 6: 
— * Unleſs you will allow no body to ruin it, but 
our ſelf. 

: Love. Indeed, I would allow no body to defend it, 

but my elf, if 1 had the keeping of it: But a happier 

Man has that Title, and I can only hope to be à Second 

in your Seryice. 2 | | 

rs. Fri. I thank you for the Service you deligh me; 
but that happier Man, as you call him, who has the Ti- 
tle, will maintain it, it ſeems; for he, and my Brother 

Springam, I'm afraid, are gone about it already. 

Love, Gone, Madam! | 
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Mys. Fri. An hour ago, before I had notice to prevent 
em: for Mr. Friendall,) you may be ſure, was impatient 
for an Occaſion of righting himſelf. 

Love. I might have thought ſo, indeed, Madam : 

would I had come ſooner. - | 

Mrs. Fri You may yet be ſerviceable to me, Sir, tho 

you are too late for Mr. Friendall. 

Love. How, Madam, I beſeech you? 

Mrs. Fri. By endeavouring to prevent em: You are ac- 
uainted with the Ways of reconciling Matters of this 
onourable Nature. I am going to make an Intereſt 

with a Kinſman, a Collonel of the Guards, my ſelf, to 
ſecure em. Let your good Nature in this, be a Proof of 
your Friendſhip; and command me to my Power — 
Exit. 

Love. Prevent em! Yes, yes: That I muſt do 105 my 
own ſake: For if he ſhould ve himſelf better than [ 
imagin'd he would, it may ſecure him in his Wife's 
Efteem, and only ruin me with her, who laid the De- 


[Exit, 
SCENE Wilding's Lodging. 
Enter Wilding, and his Man. 


Wild. Have you diſpos'd of her? 

Serv. Safe into a Chair, Sir: ſhe's jogging homeward 
lighter by a Maiden-head, 1 preſume, than ſhe came, 
Sir. 

Wild. The Loſs is not ſo light, but ſhe may feel it. 

Serv. Heavy enough, perhaps, nine Months kence, Sir. 
But have you ſent ever a Lie along with her? 

Wild. How, Sirrah? 

Serv. Pardon me, Sir: Not that I believe your Honour 
was ſparing of your Conſcience, in ſaying any thing, and 
ſwearing tot, that ſhe had a Mind to believe. 

Wild. That you may ſwear, indeed. - 

Serv. But ſhe's gone away ſo very well ſatisfy' d with 
what you have {aid and done to her, ſhe's above inven- 
ting a Lie for her ſelf: The firſt angry Word they give 


her at home, I ſuppoſe, you may hear of her; a Hack- 


ney- Coach removes her, and her Commodes, upon — 
| 1 
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when ſhe will ſend in half a 
dozen Band- boxes, to take Poſſeſſion of your Lodgings. 
But, pray Sir, if I may be ſs bold 

Wild. Yes, yes; at this time you may be ſo bold: The 
Service of your Wit ſecures you the Privilege of your 

eſt. 
, Serv. Then, pray Sir, why did you take ſo much pains 
to perſuade this young Creature to come away from her 
Aunt, when I know you never deſign to take care of 
her your — "SA - 

Wild. Why, Faith,. I can't make a 
Anſwer: But the beſt Reaſon I know f. is, bs Mew 
Reputation of undoing her) it looks kind, at the time, 
to talk of providing tor the Woman that 'does one the 
Favour. "Twas a very plauſible Argument, to cozen her 
into a Conſent; level to my Deſign of Lying with her, 
and carry'd to the very Mark of Love. 

Serv. Indeed. it coſts nothing to promiſe, when no- 
thing can oblige you to pay: And if ſhe depends upon it, 
at her Peril; tis ſhe will be diſappointed, not you; tho” 
Ten to One, poor little Rogue, from the Fondneſs of her 
owa Inclirations, ſhe gueſſes at yours: And fancies, from 
the Courtelie ſhe has done you, you will be ſo civil a 
Gentleman, to marry her. 

Wild. Not unlikely; There's none of theſe young Girls, 
(et a Man's Character be never fo looſe among em.) but. 
trom one Vanity or other, will be encouraged to delign 
and venture upon him: And tho” fifty of heir Acquain- 
tance have falln in the Experiment, each of them will 
ſtill imagine ſbe has ſomething particular in her Perſon, 
forſooth, to reclaim and engage him to her ſelf, So 
moſt of em miſcarry upon the Project of getting Huſ- 
bands. * 

Serv. Gad forgive me for Swearing; but, as T hope to 
be ſav d. and hs bold Word for a Footman, Ti 
your Pardon; there's a Lady below, in a Vizard, to fi 
with you, | [ Exit. 

Wild. Get you gone, you Raſcal; beg her Pardon, and 
Leave to wait upon her: She would have been admitted, 
in leſs time, to a mas Leyee, though he had 

+ laid 
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laid aſide the Buſme(s-of the Nation, to manage "hers, 
This-muſt be the -Letter-Lady : She comes a little unſea- 
ſonable, if ſhe knew all: If - ſhe has Experience enough 
to allow for ſome natural Miſcarriages, which may hap- 
pen in the beginning of an Amour, I may pacifie her 
that way: Tis but {wearing heartily, damning the Mo- 
deſty of my Conſtitution, laying its Faults upon an Over- 
reſpect to her, and promiſing better things for the Fu- 
ture: That us d to be a current Excuſe; but tis the Wo- 
men's Fault, if it paſs too often upon em If ſhe 
prove an old Acquaintance, the Coldneſs of the Enter- 
tainment will ſecure me from the Perſecution of her Vi- 
fits hereafter : But if it be a Face I never ſaw, I may uſe 
Her well endugh yet, to encourage her to another Ap- 
intment. So every way does my Buſineſs, whatever 
omes of the Ladies [ Witwoud enters mast d.] O, 
Madam, I beg your Pardon 

Mit. No Excuſes, good Sir; Men of Employment are 
above good Breeding; and I fee you bave a great deal up- 
on your Hands. 

Mill. Iam a Man of Buſineſs, indeed, Madam; and, 
as yon were pleas d to ſigniſie in your Letter, my Pru- 
-Qice lyes among the Women: What can I do for you? 

Wit. Can't you tell what, Sir? You are not the Man 
I took you for: But you are like our Fortune-tellers, 
who come into our Secrets more by our own Folly, in 
yin our ſelves, than by any Skill or Knowlege of 

Ir own, 


Wild. Indeed I ſhould ha' proceeded, as moſt of thoſe 


Fellows do, fet out RY at firſt, taken [ſeveral 


things for granted (as that you were no Maid, and fo 
forth) ventur'd briskly at every thing, and ſomething 
might have happen'd to pleaſe you, 
| _ Did the Lady, juſt gone away from you, find 
it ſo? 

Wild. She had what ſhe came for: You would take it 
WM, to _w_ your _ your ſelf, Madam. 
- Wi. She ventur d at every thing, as briskly as you 
could, I ſuppoſe, Sir? PF 


Wit. 
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Wild. Tis a towardly Girl indeed, and comes on finely ; 

I have no reaſon to complain of 1 my Labour upon 
her: She's ready for running away from her Relations 
already. Are not you a little that way inclin d? Come, 
come, if you have any troubles upon your Spirits, Child 
Wit. You can remove em into the Fleſh, I warrant 


. Wild. If you have ever a Husband, that lie's heavy 
upon your Conſcience, I have a Cordial will drive the 
Diſtemper from your Heart. E 
Mit. Why that's kind indeed, to make ſome room for 
the Lover: But that is not my Diſtemper: I could re- 
ſolve it my ſelf, if 1 bad a Husband, whether I would 
make him a Cuckold. or no: But I lye under a Difficul- - 
ty of diſpoſing of a Maiden-head. h | 
. There I muſt reſolve you, that caſe I often 
8 4 2 
Wit. But hear it, I beſeech you, before you deeide it. 
Wild. That would do well in Weſtminſter-hall, I grant 
you, but in Proceedings of this nature, we are always + 
on the Plantiffs fide: Let the ſober Party ſay what they 
can to the Reaſon of the thing; you are certainly in the 
Right, in pleaſing your ſelf.  _ | 52> 
i. Twill come to that, I believe: For you. muſt 
know, Sir, that being under the Diſeretion and Tyran- 
ny of an old Aunt —— | 
Wild. You will naturally run away from her. a 
Wit. And being conſiderable enough, to be followed 
for my Fortune l 
Wild. You will certainly be betray d. and Sold by her - 
Wit. To ſome Booby of her own Breed, who paying 
too dear for the Purchaſe, will undo himſelf, to undo 


me. 
Wild. Come, come, you are now under my Care, tis 
my Fault, if you miſcarry—— . | 

Wit. And mine too, if I do. 
Wild. Let me be your Truſtee —- | : 
Wit. Indeed the Woman fhould cheat the Man, as 
much as ſhe can, before Marriage, becauſe, after it, he 
has a Title of cheating her, as long as he lives, - . 
: Os i 
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Wild. If you can't make over your Mony, make over 
our —— ' 
2 Wit. Common Conveyances both in our Sex, Sir. 
Wild. A Maiden-head's a Jewel of no value in Marri- 
22e -— 

Wit. *Tis never ſet down indeed, in the Particular of a 
Woman's Eſtate. 

Wild. And therefore leaſt miſs d by a Husband, of 
thing fhe brings along with her. 

Wit. If indeed, by the Articles of Marriage, a Man 
ſhould covenant for a Maiden-head, the Woman, in a le- 
gal Honeſty, ought to ſatisfie the in; but the Men 
neyer mention that, for fear of inflaming the PRE 

Wild. And the Women never put em upon't. 

it. Out of a Conſcience in their Dealings to be ſure, 
for fear they ſhould not always be able to be as good as 
their Words. iy 

Wild. I ſee, Madam, we differ only in our Sexes; and 
now, if you pleaſe, we will beget a right Underſtanding 
between them too. 

Wit How. Sir! | 

Wild. I'll ſhew you how: Have a Care what you do; 
Madam, tis a very difficult Matter, let me tell you, to 
refuſe a Man * look you, Madam, 1 would 
have you make a decent Reſiſtance, a little of it enhaunces 
the Favour, and keeps up the value of your Perſon ; but 
too much on't is an undervaluing of mine. Nay, nay; 
when it once comes to fighting, you often- ruin what 

u would raiſe. Strugling too long, is as much to your 
Diſadvant e, as not ſtrugling at all; and you know tis 
the ſame thing to a Woman, a Man's being indifferent, 
as his being incapable to oblige her Come, come, o- 

h of this 

Mit. So I ſay too, Sir, the Jeſt will go no further, I 
fee. [Unmaks, he declines into a Reſpect᷑ to her. 

Wild. Mrs. Witwoud! I did not expect to ſee you 
here, indeed, Madam. 

Wit. I came upon Buſineſs, Mr: Wilding, but the Temp- 
tation of a Vizard Mask, and the Pleaſure of prating up- 
en ſuck an Occaſion, has carried me a little beyond — * 


. 
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Wild. I am oblig'd to you for a great deal of Wit, 
whatever elſe you delign me by this Viſit. 

Wit. Which now you hardly thank me for; fince 
tis impoſſible for an old Acquaintance, to anſwer your 
Expectations of a new Face. 

Wild. To ſhew how I value your Viſit, and the Regard 
I have for you, I will give ſome neceſſary Orders in the 
Family, to prevent your being ſeen in my Lodgings, and 
wait upon you again. Krit. 
Wit. By this extraordinary Care of my Reputation, I 
find he has no defign upon it himſelf: Not that I have 
any deſign upon Mr. Wilding; but I am ſorry to find, 
that every Man has not a Delign upon me; for Want 
is the rate of things, I know no real value of Reputation, 
but in regard of common Women, who have none; no 
extraordinary worth of a Maiden-head, but as tis a Temp- 
tation to the Man to gy oy away ; and Ya beſt Com- 
mendation of Virtue is, every Man 2 to 
put it to the Trial. It vexes me tho? to think 2 
pow ſo tame, upon the Sight of me; not that I believe, 
had any thing in my Face that alter'd him; ſomething 
did, that's certain; by which I find *tis not h for a 
Woman to be handſom, there muſt be a ility of 
making that handſom Woman kind, to make a Man in 
love with her, for no Man is in love without ſome En- 
couragement to hope upon: Now from one of my Cha- 
racter, who have impertinently prated away ſo much of 
my time, (in ſetting up for a Wit, to the Ruin of other 
Peoples Pleaſure, and loſs of my own) what Encourage- 
ment or Probability can there be, but that, as I have liv'd 
a Fool, I ought to die repenting, unpity'd and a Maid: If 
I had dy'd a Maid, tis but what I delery'd for laughi 
ſo many honeſt Gentlemen off their charitable Delign of 
making me otherwiſe. 
Wilding enters to her. 
IWild. Now, Madam, you command me. 
Wit. It ſhall be to do your {elf a Favour then, Mr. 
Wilding, to rid you of an lacumbrance. which lyes as 
heavy upon your Pleaſures, as a Wife upon her Husband, 


Wild. 
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Wild. O defend me from à Wife. 


Wit. And from a filly Miſtreſs, Sir, the Bur- 
then of the two: A Wike you may —— a fooliſh 
fond Miſtreſs, will hang about you, like your Conſcience, 


to put you in mind of your Sins, before are 
to repent of em: You know whom I mean, Mr. Mid- 
"us. you may truſt me with the Secret, becauſe I know 
it already. 


Wild. That's one very good Reaſon truly, Madam. 

Wit. My Couſin Famy indeed is very well in her Per- 
On 

Wild. I'm glad on't. 

Wit. Very well to be lik'd I mean. 

Wd. 1 mean fo too, Madam: Tho' 1 have known a 
ap miſtaken for a Maiden-head, before now. FAſide. 
i. But ſhe's a Girl, and I can gueſs how unfit 
a Girl muft be, to give you any defire beyond undoing 
her: For I know your Temper fo well, (now you have 
fatisfy'd the Curioſity or Vanity of — Love) you 
would not bear the Puniſſiment of her ny another 
Day, to have the Pleaſure of it another Niphr, whatever 
you have faid to perſwrade her to the contrary. 

Wild. Fie, Madam, think better of me. 

Wie. Better, nor worſe, than 1 do of all the 
Men in Town: For I believe you would now reſign her 
to any body elſe, with as much fatisfation as you got 
her for your ſelf: I know moſt of thoſe matters end in 
the Benefit of the Publick: And a little of your il! 
(which you will take care to ſapply her witha!) may 
make her one of the common Goods of the Town: But 
that's a Ruin I would ent if I could: Therefore, to 
ſave you the Labour of getting rid of her (for that's the 

y deſign you have now upon her, Im ſure) I came 
to {pare your Good-nature the Trouble, by making yor a 
very fair Offer, 

Wild. Let's ſee how reaſonable you can be, in another 
Body's Bargain. 

Wit: Very reaſonable you ſhall find me, if you will 
but give over your farther Attempts upon her, (which 
now you may eaſily be perſuaded to I ſuppoſe) _ os 

FH tribute, 
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tribute, Aſfiſtance, to my Deſign of marrying her: 
1 wil engage ry felf and Intereft (v/hich you know is 
very conſiderable in my own Sex) to ſerve you in any o- 
ther Woman of my Acquaintance. | 

Wild. Faith, Madam, yu bid like a | 

Wit. Any Woman, of any Family or Condition, the 
beſt Friend I have 111 befriend you in, and thank you in- 
to the Bargain. 

Wild. Stay, let me conſider, which 

"Wit. But take this Advice along with you; raiſe che 
Scene of your Affairs above the Conqueſt of a Girl. 
Some of you Sparks think, if you cad bat compals a 
Maiden-head, though but your Tailor's Daughter's, you 
have fettled a Reparation for ever. Why, Sir, chert are 
Maiden-heads among the Women of alty, 1 5 
not ſo many perhaps; but there ate Favours of all kinds 
to be had among em; as eaſily brought about, and at the 
_ * of "Pains, that you can purchaſe a Chamber- 
maid's. - 

Wild. I'm glad you tell me ſo. 

Wit. Why, there's Mrs. New-love aud her Couſin Thu- 
game, Mrs. Artiſt, Mrs. Dancer, Lady Smirter, Lad 
Wondmore; and twenty more of your Acquaintance — 
mine, all very fine Women to the Eye — — _ 

Mid. And of Reputation to the World. . 

Wit. Why thoſe very Women of Reputation to the 
World have every one of em, to my certain Know- 
ledge, an Intrigue upon their Hands, at this very time; 
for 'm intimate with all of em. | 

Wild. 1 ſee you are. 1 

it. But, as fine as they ſeem to the Eye, Mr. Wild- 
ing, what with the falſe Complexions = their Skins, 
their Hair and Eye-brows ; with other defects about em, 
which I muſt not diſcover of my Friends, you know; 
with their Stinking-breath in the Morning, and other 
unſavory Smells all the Day after, they are moſt of them 
intolerable to any Man that has the Uſe of his Noſe. 

* 1 could not believe indeed, but that you 
dell me ſo. 


Mit. Then there's Mrs, Farenll, a very fair Woman in- 


5 ? My 


302 The Wives Excusk: Or, 


deed, and a great Fortune: As much in ſhape as -you ſee 
her, I have been a God-mother to two of her Children, 
and ſhe paſſes for a very good Maid ſtill. 

Wild. She paſt upon me I aſſure you; for I was very 
near marr ing her my ſelf once. 

Wit. Chuſe where you pleaſe, but I would not adviſe 
you to any I have nam'd yet. | 

Wild. Is there any hopes of Mrs. Friendall ? 

Wit. Little or none, yet a-while, I believe: Mr. Love- 
more has at preſent engaged her: But there's my Couſin | 
Sightly! Lord, that I ſhould forget her ſo long! That 1 | 
ſhould be ſo backward in ſerving a Friend! She is the fit- | 
teſt Woman in the World for you; the moſt convenient 
for your Purpoſe, in all the Town: eaſie in her Humour 
and Fortune, and able to make her Lover ſo every way: 
She ſhall be the Woman. 

Wild. Would you would make her ſo. 

Wit. I can and will make her ſo. We ſhall walk in 
the Mall this Morning, if yon think fit to be there, it 
may introduce the Acquaintance. 

* Wild. Vil but dreſs, and be with you. 

Wit. I don't doubt, but in a little time, to give you an 

| Opportuokey. and the Lady an Inclination of having it D 


Q MM od © + 


improved, but that muſt be your Buſineſs: I'm a-going 
about mine, to make her a Viſit. Remember our Bar- G 
gain, Sir. [ Exit. I 
Wild. I warrant you: T 
Let Whore-maſters rejoice ; the Times muſt mend, O 
If eyery Woman has but ſuch a Friend. (Exit. A 
— ; * 1 

ACT III. SCENE l. 
SCENE Ruffle's Lodgings. 

ye 


Euter Ruffle and Servant. 


. Gentleman to ſpeak with me! I am to 
Ref A Banſtead-downs, 2 Horſe match. WY 
Serv, There's no Match there, Sir, this Fortnight. 
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Ryf. Not this fortnight ! I had forgot my ſelf: But 
you may ſay I went out by five in Morning ; and 
you don't know when I come back. Go, tell him fo, 

Serv. I have told him already. you were within, Sir. 

Ruf Pox on him, what manner of Man is he? Does 
he look like a Man of Buſineſs? | 

Serv. Not much like a Man of Buſineſs. 

Ryf. No, I warrant you; ſome Coxcombly Comps- 
nion or other, that viſits in a Morning; and makes o- 
ther People idle, not to be idle himſelf. But can't you 
tell what he would have with me? | 

Serv. I'll ask him, if you pleaſe. 

Ryf. He may be a Meſſenger for ought I know. 

Serv. I'll bring an Account of him. [Exit 

Ryf. Would he were a Meſſenger: I could be con- 
tented to pay the Fees, to be ſecur'd in the Hands of the 
Government for a Fortnight. Well, this Guilt is certain- 
ly very terrible. The Blow I gave Friendall was a ver 
ill thing done of me; it lyes heavier upon my Conſci: 
ence this Morning, than it did upon his Face laft Night. 

Servant re- enters. * 

Serv. His Name is Captain Springam: You know hi 
Buſineſs, he ſays. — 

Ref. Yes, yes, I gueſs at it: I thought what it wou d 
eome to. Show him up to me. [ Exit Servant: 
I muſt do as well as I can. [Strips into his Gown and Cap. 
There cones no good of being too forward upon th 
Occaſions------ twill _— ſome time to dreſs again: 
'Tis gaining Time at lealt. | 

Enter Springam. 


- Good-morrow, Sir, I have a ſmall Bill upon you 
Riff A Challenge I ſuppoſe. 


- — —__ 


— 
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nough for ſome Body, if that be your Buſineſs: I'll do 
og Reafor, I warrant him, 

Spring. We ask no more, Sir. 

Ref. You are his Friend, I ſuppoſe? | 

Spring. At your Friend's Service: I ſerye upon theſe Oc. 
caſions ſometimes, by way of Second, or ſo, when 1 
want Employment of m "_ 

Is fighting your Employment? 

pou +, a Soldier's Kinployment. 

Ruf. Why really, Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm forry 1 
muſt diſappoint you; 1 never make uſe of a Second; e- 
ſpecially in ſuch a Quarrel as this is; where I am ſo 
much in the Wrong already, that I am almoſt unwilling 
to engage in it any farther my ſelf: Where is your Friend, 

? 
"ke. Below, in a Coach, Sir. 

O dear Sir, don't let him wait upon me, bring 
him up, I beſeech you—— and d'ye hear, Sir ? I'm loath 
to juſtifie an ill thing, if he is reſoly'd to be ſatisfy d, why 
with all my Heart, Sir, I'll give him the SatisfaQion of a 
Gentleman, I'll beg his Pardon; pray tell him fo, 

Exit Springam. 

Ref. If fighting be his Employment, wou'd he were at 
it, or any where elſe, and I fairly rid of him: I cou d 
diſcover now that Lovemore ſet me on to affront him; 
| that wou'd throw the Quarrel upon Lovemore: But then 
f Lovemore knows me, and I mult expect to be ſcurvily 
j us'd by him if I do: Hang Baſeneſs; tis but begging Par- 
| don at laſt, 

Springam enters with My. Friendall. 

; Spring. A very civil Gentleman, Brother, he is not the 
| Man you took him for. 
| Ryf. No, indeed, Sir, the Captain's in the right; I ne- 
ver juſtifie an ill Thing. | 
| Mr. Fri. Tis very well you don't, Sir. 

| Ref. I am more a Man of Honour, I aſſure you, Sir. 

Mr. Fri. I ſhall be glad to find you ſo. | 

Ruf. Sir, you ſhall find me ſo; I ſcern to do an ill 
Fhing, as much as any Man: I was laſt Night in the 
wrong, as every Man is ſometimes; and I'm ſorry for't: 
What would you have more, Sir? . Fri 
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Mr. Fri. Ko not enough, Sir, I muſt have more. 
Ryf. Why, your Pardon, Sir. 
Mr. Fri. e ing my Pardon, s, for ſuch a 
publick Affront? 


N 8. now be grows Aftde. 
Fri. That won't 800 wh oboe 205 Par- 


: My Reputation's at Stake, and that muſt be fatiſ- 
a defore you and I part, Sir. 
Lord, Sir, you are the dene dern in the Worlds 
you on't oblige Jae to julie an A Thing, wou'd you? 
My. Fri. — bn Sir, what'dv you mean? Not to give 
me Satisfaction? 

Ruf. I mean, Sir, to give you any Satisfaction in Rea- 
ſon; but I can't fight againſt my Conſcience, if I wete 
to be hang d, Sir, not J. 

Spring. No, Brother, that's a little too hard upon the 
Gentleman: You ſee his Conſcience won't ſuffer him to 
fight with you. 

Mr. Fri. Damn him and his Conſcience ; he made no 
Conſcience of affronting me 

Spring. But his Conſcience Tas flown in his Face fince, 


it ſeems. 


Mr. Fri. And now he finds it only in his Fears. 
Spring. Come, come, you may ſatisfyd without 
ting. 
Mr. Fri. If you think fo, Brother 
Lovetnore enters and joins with Friendall. 
— Pox on't, they're here before me. 
Captain, I'll beg your Friend's Pardon, in any pub- 
lick: Jace, at the Muſick- Meeting, if he pleaſes----- 
Spring. That's ſtaying too long for'r. 
Ruf. Or in full Mall, before the Beau's, or the Officers 
of the Guard; or at Wiles Coffee-Houſe before the Wits, 
or in the Play-Houſe, in the Pit, before the Vizard-Masks, 
— Orange - Wenches; or behind the Scenes, before the 
Women-Actors; or any where elſe, but upon the Stage; 
and you know, one would not willingly be a jeſt to the 
Upper Galleries, 
Mr Fri. You hear what he fays, Mr, Lovemore. 
Love, III do you Juſtice, Sir. 


Raf. 
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Rg. If none of theſe Offers will ſerve his Turn, 
[Seeing Lovemore he takes Heart again. 
Sir, if your Friend will be ſatisfy d with nothing but Ex- 
tremities, let him look to himſelf, let what will be the 
Conſequence; I muſt do as well as I can with him. 

Love. So, he has ſeen me, I find. [ Aſide. 

Spring. What the Devil he won't fight at laſt ſure. [ Aſide. 

Ref. Sir, your moſt humble Servant: You guels theſe 
Gentlemens Buſineſs I ſuppoſe: I have offer d em any 
Satisfaction in reaſon: But taking me, as you ſee, Sir, at 
a Diſadvantage, two to one, nothing wou'd content em 
without expoling my ſelf, as a Raſcal, to all the Town, 
Sir; now, Sir, you are more a Gentleman I know, and 
they ſhall be damn'd before I give em any other Satiſ- 
faction, now I have a Man of Honour to ſtand by me. 

Love. Gentlemen, I came to reconcile you, it I can: 
What ſay you? 

Spring. He offer'd juſt now to beg my Brotker's Par- 
don in the Play-Houſe. 

Ruf. Make your beſt on't; I did ſo. 

Mr. Fri. Then let it be to Night in the Side-Box, before 
the Ladies--- 

Ruf. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Mr. Fri. For they are the part of the Town that a Man of 
Pleaſure ſhould ſecure a Reputation withal. Ycur Seryant 
Sir. Lovemore, your humble Servant. | 

| [ Friendall and Springam go out. 

Love. And haſt thou begg'd his Pardon ? 

Ruf. And glad to come off ſo: I was never ſo put to't, 
to bring my {elf off a Quarrel before; it had been impoſ- 
ſible, it the. Captain had not done a good Office bet q een 
us; but I bore up as ſoon as I faw you. 

Love. But then twas too late. You had ſneaking] 
begg'd his Pardon before: If you had ſent to me at gel. 
I wou'd have brought you off cleverly: Suppoſe he had 
carry'd you behind Southamtton Houſe, which he never 
intended, twas but falling down, or dropping your Sword, 
when you came there, to have ſav'd all: But now you 
Fave ruin'd your own Reputation, and my Defign upon 
him tor ever. 


Ref. 


re 
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Raff. What cou'd I do? He not only ſent me a Chal- 
lenge, but came himſelf to carry me along with him. 

Love. How? Send you a Chall-nge, and come with it 
himſelf! that's ſomething odd; pray, let's ſee the Chal- 
lenge. 

Ruff There tis; make your beſt on't; the Paper will 
make admirable Crackers for a Lord-Mayor's Show, e- 
very Word in't is as hot as Gun-Powder, I am glad I'm 
rid on't. { Exit. 

Love. If this be FriendalPs Stile, tis mightily mended 
of late: I have a Note ef his about me, upon Child, for 
Mony won at Play: I'll compare em *Tis not his 
Hand neither----Nay then there's more in't---This may be 


a Stratagem of his Wife's----I've ſeen her Hand, and think 


this very near it: It muſt be ſo: But then Friendalls co- 
ming for Satisfaction, is an Argument he might ſend this 
Challenge: But coming at the ſame time with it himſelf, 
is an Argument againſt him, that he knew nothing of 
the Matter. For tho' he delivers his Love-Letters, he 
wou'd hardly deliver his Challenges himſelf: And for his 
coming here, Springam might put him upon't, from a rea- 
ſonable Probability that th's Fellow was a Raſcal. I don't 
know what to fix upon: This Challenge will be of uſe 
to me with the Lady: Vil take it for granted that ſhe 
writ it, and proceed upon it accordingly. - Exit. 


SCENE changes to St. James's Park: 


Enter Mr. Friendall, Springam, Mrs. Friendall and 
Mrs. Teazall. 

Spring. Brother, if you have no farther Service for me, 
I muſt think of employing my ſelf, my Walk lies ano- 
ther way. [ Exit, 

Mrs. Fri. I'm glad you're rid of this Buſineſs fo hand- 
ſomly Mr. Friendall, and that Mr. Lovemore was by at his 
begging your Pardon. | 

Mr. Fri. When I undertake things of this kind, I al- 
ways go thro' with em. 

Mrs, Fri. This is very well over, and I hope you will 
take care to keep out of 'em for the future. 
Mr. Fri. Every Man has the Misfortune of em ſome- 
times, Madam, Mrs, Fri. 


3 
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"Mrs. Fri. But tis a prudent Man's part to keep out of 
the 'Occafion of em: And, in order to't, Mr. Friendall, 1 
coud wiſh you wou'd not make 1 as you daily 
do, dne of the publick Places of the Town. 
Trax. She's in the right on't indeed, Mr. Friendall, you 
are very happy in the Diſcretion 'of a good Lady, if you 
know when you're well; there are very few Women 
wou'd quarrel with ydur good Nature in this Point, Sir; 
but ſhe has too great a Regard to her own and your Re- 
ä you ſee, not to apprehend the Malice of ill 

ongues upon the Liberties you allow in your Family; 
the graver part of your Friends take notice of it already, 
and let me tell you, Sir, are extremely concern'd. 

Mr. Fri. That they are paſt the Pleaſures of good Com- 
pany themſelves: Why really, Madum, I believe it: But 
they may ſay what they will, I ſhall do what I pleaſe: 1 
tive to my ſelf, and not to the whimfical Humour of the 
— part of my Friends, and ſo you may tell em, good 
Madam, from your humble Servant. Going. 

Mrs. Fri. You won't leave us, Mr. Friendall? 

Mr. Fri. Tl go home with you like a good Husband, 
Madam; but no Man of Faſhion, you know, walks with 
his Wife; befides, there's a noble Lord I muſt walk with. 


Exit, 

Mrs. Fri. Any thing to be rid of my Company. l 
Trax. Why, how have the Men, at this rate, the Im- 
pudence to think the Women ſhould not Cuckold 'em 
II had ſuch a Husband, as old as I am, a' my Conſcience, 


1 believe, I ſhou'd uſe him as he deſerv'd: But that's 


ſome Comfort, uſe him as you pleaſe, no Body will think 
you wrong him; and let me tell you, tis a great thing 


to have the Town on ones ſide. 


Mrs. Fri. I'll keep em ſo, if I can. 

Trax. Nay, Faith and Troth, you have given him fair 
warning; if he won't take it, he muſt anſvrer himſelf for 
all the Miſcarriages you can be guilty of in your Conduct 
hereafter. | 

Mrs, Fri. There's ſomething more in that, Mr, Tunxall 

| D Exchnt. 
Enter Lovemore and Wellvite following em. 

ell. There's your Mrs. Friendall before us: 1 horiour 

her Character as much as I deſpiſe her Husband's, Love. 


- 
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Tove. Tho? he has 'fcap'd the publick Diſc „if ſhe 
knows him to be a Coward, it does my ſtill as 
well. . | 

Well. If I did not think him one, I wou'd put him to 
a Trial he ſhou'd not fo eaſily get clear off; for putting a 
Note into Mrs. Sightly's Hand at the Muſick- meeting. 

Love. How ! 

Well. But I owe him a good Turn for it. : 

Love. It comes into my Head, and you fhall pay him 
the good Turn: What if you put Mrs. Seghrtiy upon telling 
his Wife of it? * 

Well, Ha! 

Love. You ought to do it. "DA 

Well. I think ſo too my ſelf; and you may be fatisfy'd- 
I'll do't; more out of a regard to the Woman I value ſa 
much, _ any deſign of promoting your Cackolding 
the Fool. | 

Love. Good grave Sir, the Plot is never the worſe, I 
hope, for carrying your Friend's Intereſt along with the 
Ladies. © | : 

Well. Make your beſt uſe on'r, Lovemore, I'm contented 
we ſhou'd thrive together. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Mrs. Sightly and Witwoud after em. 

Hit. You are mightily injur d indeed, Madam, to be 
perſuaded to come abroad, ſo much to your diſavantage, 
ſuch a delicate Morning as this is, ſo much againſt your 
inclinations: But you'll know your Int'reft better, in a 
little time, and me for your Friend, I ſuppoſe, when you 
find the Benefit of it. . . 

Sight. Nay, Couſin, the Injury may be forgiven, for 
the Pleaſure of che Walk, at this time of the Year. 

Wit. Why, the very Walk is to be lik d, tho' there were 
no Body in it to like us: But there's a great deal of good 
Company in the Mall, and I warrant. yoy, we'll have our 
are of the Commendation of the. Place, in ſpight 
treſher Faces: Yoy are ſure of your part of it already. 

Sight. How ſo, good Mrs. Witwoud?. 

Wi. Why, good Mrs. Sightly, there's Mr. Weltvile be- 
fore you. yp | | 

Sight. My Platonick Loyer as you call him, 

Vir. And as you find him. * Sight. 
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Sight. I think him very much my Friend. 

Wit. Very much your Friend! I grant you indeed, e- 
very Woman, that is not wholly inſenſible, (and one 
would not be thought inſenſible you know,) every Wo- 
man ought to have a Platonick Paſſion for one Man or 
other: But a Platonick Lover in a Man! is — 

Sight. What pray? | 

Wit. Why, he is a very unmannerly Fellow; he is not 
what he ſhould be; that's certain: As for the matter of 
Reſpect, which we keep ſuch a clutter about, and ſeem 
to value ſo much in the Men, all that 1 know of it, is, 
that if any Man pretended to follow and like me, I ſhould 
never bebeve what he ſaid, if he did not do ſomething 
to convince me : I ſhould think he affronted me extream- 
ly, if upon the firſt handſom Occaſion, he did not offer 
me every thing in his Power. 

Sight. How Coufin ! 1 

Wit. I hate a Blockhead, that will never give a Wo- 
man a reputable Occaſion of refuſing bim: Tis one of 
the beſt Complements a Lover can make his Miſtreſs's 
Pride, and I never knew any Man, that did his Buſineſs 
without it. 

Sight. Why Witwoud, thou art Mad ſure. 

Wit. Not for your Mr. Wellvile ; if I were in your 
Place, I ſhould have ſomething the better Opinion of 
him, if he would have a little worſe Opinion of me: But 
between you and me, I ſhould not like him for a Lover. 

Sight. He does not pretend to be one. 

Wit. Who's here? Wilding and Courtall behind us? 
That Wilding, Couſin, is a very pretty Gentleman. 

Sight. And Courtall too, very well. 

Wit. 1 muſt bring you acquainted with Wilding. 

Sight. No more Acquaintance, good Witwoud. 

Wit. For his Diſcretion, and Conduct, his good Beha- 
viour, and all that, Wellvile is his Acquaintance, and will 
anſwer for: But his agreeable, eaſie Wit, and good Hu- 
mor, you may take upon my Word : You'll thank me, 
when you know him. Exeunt. 

Enter Wilding and Courtall. 
Wild. She's a Woman of her Word: You ſee ſhe has 


brought Mrs. Sightly along with her. Court. 
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Court. I never doubted it: She'll her to Supper in 
2 Night or two: She's never the w Bawd, 
for being a Gentlewoman. 

Wild. A good Family indeed gives a Countenance to 
the Profeſſion; and a Reputation 1s neceſſary to carry on 
the Credit of a Trade. | 

Court. Here's Wellvile juſt behind us. 

Wild. Prithee ſtay with him: El tell you how I thrive.[Ex, 

Enter Wellvile. | 

Well. Good-morrow Mr. Caurtall. 

Court, O Sir, yours. 

Well. Was not that Wilding lefr you? | 

Court. He's in his Employment, Sir, very buſie. / 

Well. In purſuit of the Women I know: It hardly an- 
ſwers the Expence, I doubt. | 

Court. You have no reaſon to ſay ſo: There's a Lady 
before us, of your Acquaintance, Mrs. Sightly by Name, 
of another Opinion: I ſuppoſe, ſhe thinks ſuch an Aſſu- 
rance, as his, in coming to the Point, is more to the Na- 
ture of the thing, than all your Ceremony and Reſpect. 

Well. Mrs. Sightly! 

Court. She, Sir, the very fame: I could tell you a Se- 
cret, Welbvile; but you are one of thoſe Fellows, that 
hate another Man Would lye with a Woman, tho' you 
never attempt her = ſelt: I confeſs I am ſomething of 
— Mind: I think the Enjoyment the dull Part of an 

ntrigue, and therefore I give it over, when I ſee the La- 
dy in earneſt. 

Well. But the Secret, Courtall. . 

Court. Why Faith, Mellvile, if you have Temper to, 
manage it, the Secret may-be of uſe to you: Wilding, 
you know, never debauches a Woman, only for kimſelf; 
where he viſits, in a little time, every Man may be re- 
ceiv'd in his turn. You muſt know, *twas Witwoud put 
him upon Mrs. Sightly, ſhe knew what ſhe did I ſuppoſe, 
and has promis'd him a good Office in her way: Make 
your Advantage of what I tell you; but not a Syllable to 
any one. 

Enter Springam. | 

Spring. O Courtall! here are a Couple of Vizard-Masks 
have ſet upon me in the next Walk, and I wanted thee to 
take one of 'em off my Hands, Court 
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Court. I'll ſtand b my noble Captain. Exaunt. 

Well. (ſeolus) I'II. ak — . impoſſible: 
What's impoſſible? Nothing's impoſſible to a Woman: 
We judge but on the outſide of that Sex; and know not 
What they can, nor what . more than they pleaſe 
to ſnevy us. I have known Mrs. Sightly theſe ſeven Years 
— - known her! I mean, I have her, obſery'd her, 
follow'd her: May, be there's no knowing a Woman But 
in all that time, I never found a. Freedom that allowed 
me any Encouragement. beyond a. Friend -May be. I 
have been wanting to my ſelf-----But then ſhe would not 
throw her ſelf away upon a common Lover; that's not 
Re If ſhe had 2 reſerv d, I wou d 

uſpect, the Devil in her Heart ſt i 


— the Sigu of 
Virtue in her Looks, that ſne might cheat the World, and 
fin more cloſe. But ſhe is open in her Carriage, eaſie, 


clear of thoſe Arts that have made Luſt. a Trade Per- 


haps that Openneſs be Deſign — Tis eaſie to raiſe. 
Dauben. —- Nada ſho may be---- I won't think ſhe can 


till I know more: But HGrwond is, I know her, eve- 
ry thing that's miſchievous; abandon'd and undone; un- 
done her ſelf, ſhe. wou'd: undo the Sex; She. is to bawd 
tor Wilding: I know her. bad enough: for any Trade. 
But Bawds have ſome good Nature, and procure. Pleaſure 
for Pay: Witwoud has. baſer Ends, a general Ruin upon all 
her Friends. {Several paſs over the Stage, My. Friend- 
all ſighted by em, ona after another. 

I Tord. I have a little Buſineis at preſent; but I ſhall 
ſee you at the Play. [Exit 

Mx. Fri. In the King's Box, my Lord 
My dear Lord, I'm your humble Servant. [ To another. 

2 Lord, Another time, good Mr. Friendall; you ſee I'm 
engag d. [ Exit. 

Mr. Fri. A Pox o'their Engagements: A Man can't 
make one among 'em. O my moſt noble Lord. 

3 Lord. I know you will upbraid me, Mr. Friendall ; 
but I'll recover your Opinion, and come and dine with 
you. Let's have Fact Dryden and Mill. Wicherly, as you 
call em: Some of theſe Days, we'll be very witty toge- 


ther: But now I am your Servant. [Exit. 
| Mr. Fri. 
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Mr. Fri. This is a very unfortunate Morning with me: 
J have not walk'd one turn with a Lord, ſince I came in: 
I ſee I muft take up with the Men of Wit to Day 
O Mr. Hellvile! 

Hell. Don't let me keep you from better Company. 

Mr. Fri. Faith, Sir, I prefer a Man of Wit, to a Man 
of Quality at any time. 

Well. It ſhe thinks Witwoud her Friend, after this, tis 
a ſign ſhe's pleas'd with it, and there's an end on't. 

Mr. Fri. Why, Hellvile, thou art cogitabund, as a Man 
may fay; thy Head is running upon thy Poetry. 

Hell. T beg your Pardon, Sir, I did not mind you in- 
deed. Your Servant, Mr. Wilding —— 

Wilding enters to em. 

Mr. Fri. Wilding, yours. But Welkvile, prithee, what 
is't co be? A Song? a Tribute to the whole Sex? or a 
particular Sacrifice? or is't a Libel upon the Court, ha? 
(we'll keep your Council ;) or a Lampoen upon the 
Town? Whar, I am a great Honourer and humble Ser- 
vant of the Muſes my felf —— 

Well. A very Favourite of em, I hear Sir. 

OR Fri, I ſometimes ſcribble indeed, for my Diver- 
n 
14/14. And the Diverſion of the Ladies, Mr. Friendall---- 
IWell. And the Diverſion of all the Town, Mr. Friendall. 
Mr. Fri, Why, Faith Gentlemen, Poetry is a very pret- 

ty Amuſement, and, in the way of Intrigue, or ſo, a- 

mong the better Rank of People, I have known a Paper 

of Verſes go farther with a Lady in the Purchaſe of a Fa- 
vour, than a Preſent of fifty Pounds would have done. 

Wild. O, Sir, tis the only way of Purchaſing a Wo- 
man that is not to be bought. 

Mr. Fri. But, Wellvile, prithee communicate, Man. 
1 Why, if you will have it, I have a Deſign upon a 

ay. 

Mr. Fri. Gad fo, let me write a Scene in it: 1 have a 
thouſand times had it in my Head, but never could bring 
it about to write a Play yet. 

Wild. No; no; you had it not in your Head, Sir. 

Mr. Fri, I vo to Gad, but | have then, twenty times, 
Vol. I. P Im 
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I'm confident ; but one thing or other always kick'd it 
out again: But I promiſe you, III write a Scene for you. 

Wild Before you know the Subject? 

Mr. Fri. Prithee, what is't ? But be what it will, here's 
my Hand upon't, III write it for you. 
- Well. You muſt know then, Sir, I am ſcandaliz'd ex- 
treamly to ſee the Women upon the Stage make Cuck- 
olds at that inſatiable Rate they do in all our modern Co- 
medies: Without any ather Reaſon from the Poets, but, 
becauſe a Man is married he muſt be a Cuckold: Now, 
Sir, I think, the Women are moſt unconſcionably injur'd 
by this general Scandal upon their Sex ; therefore to do 
em what Service I can in their Vindication I delign to 
write a Play, and call it 

Mr. Fri. Ay, what, I beſeech you, I love to know the 
Name of a new Play. 


Well. The Wives Excuſe : Or, Cuckolds make Themſelves, 


Mr. Fri. A very pretty Name faith and troth; and very 
like to be popular among the Women, 

Wild. — among the Men. 

Mr. Fri. But what Characters have you? 

Well, What Characters? Why 1 delign to ſhew a fine 
young Woman marry'd to an impertinent, nonſenſical, 
lilly, intrigueing, cowardly, good-tor-nothing Coxcomb. 

mug. This Blockhead does not know his own Picture. 


: la. 

Mr. Fri. Well, and how? She muſt make him a Cuck- 
old I ſuppoſe. 

Mell. Tas that I was thinking on when you came to me. 

Mr Fri. O, Yes, you muſt make him a Cuckold. 

Is ild. By all meaus a Cuckold. 

Mr. Fri. For ſuch a Character, Geatlemen, will vindi- 
cate a Wife in any thing ſhe can do to him. He muſtbe 
a Cuckold, 

Well. I am ſatisfied he ought to be a Cuckold; and in- 
dced, if the Lady would take my Advice, ſhe ſhquld 
make him a Cuckold. 

Mr. Fri. She'll hear Reaſon I warrant her. 

Well. I have not yet determin'd how to diſpoſe of her. 
But in regard to the Ladies, I believe 1 hall make her 
Honeſt at laſt. | Mr. In. 
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My. Fri. I think the Ladies oug ht to take it very ill of 
you, if you do: But if ſhe proves Honeſt to the laſt, that's 
certain, tis more than the Fellow deſerves. A very pret- 
ty Character this, faith and troth. [To Willing 

Wild. And very well known in this Town. 

Mr. Fri. Gad, { betivre, I can help you to a great ma- 
ny hints, that may be very ſerviceable to you. 

Well. I deſign to make uſe of you: We, who write 
Plays, muſt ſometimes be beholden to our Friends. But 
more of this at leiſure. | 

Mr. Fri. Will you walk, Gentlemen, the Ladies are be- 
fore us. 

Mell. 1 have a little Buſineſs with Wilding. We'll fol- 
low you. [Exit Friendall. 

Wild. Buſineſs with me, Welluile ? 

Well. About a fair Lady, I'll tell you as we walk. ¶ Exen. 
Enter Lovemore with Mrs. Friendall, Mrs. Sightly, Mrs. 
Witwoud, and Mre. Teazall. 

Teaz. Nay, indeed, Mr. Lovemoye, as matters are ma- 
nag'd between the Men and Women of the Town, tis 
no leſs a Bleſſing for a Lady to have a Husband that will 
but ſo much as offer to fight for her and her Honour, 
than tis for a Husband to have a Lady, that has any Ho- 
nour to defend: There's ſuch a depravity in Matrimony, 
o' both ſides, now-a-days. 

Sight. Why, good Madam, is it ſuch a Buſineſs, for a 
Man to offer to fight for his Wife? 

Wit. All that I know is, the Man that would not fight 
for me, ſhould do nothing elſe for me. x 

| Teax, You'll have your Wit, let who's will bluſh for't. 

Love. As you ſay, Madam, [To Ms. Teazall.] a Man of 
Honour is a — Ble in a Husband; ſuch as Mr. 
Friendall has ſhown himſelf to be. And here's a Lady 
will value the Bleſſing as it deſerves, 

Mrs. Fri. I muſt indeed defpiſe him in my Thoughts. Aide. 
Wit. Fulſom and fooliſh! let's hear no more ont: The 
don t think this can blind us: [Walking off with Sightly. 

Love. If you were not inclin'd to it before, Madam, 
this laſt Behaviour of his would engage you to value ſuch 
2 Bleſling as you ought. 


* * 
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Mrs. Fri. My Duty would engage me — What does 
he mean by this? 

Wit. Couſin Teazall, your Opinion pray. 

Love. I have ſomething to tell you, Madam, if you 
would but allow me; this is no place. 

Mrs. Fri. You'll find a time I warrant you. Ladies, the MW } 
Mall begins to thin. [Goes to em. 

Welvile and Wilding coming forward. 

Wild. Well, Sir, ſince you declare your ſelf in love 0 
with the Lady, and I am not, I promiſe you, and you M t 
may truſt me, I'll never fullow her more. 

Mell. I do truſt, and thank you for the Promiſe. LA. I 
dies your Servant. [ He addreſſes to Sightly, 

Wit. O! he's come at laſt, [ Wilding to Witwoud. i x 
There's nothing to be done here; you've outſtaid your 
time; but we'll call at the Chocolate- houſe in St. Alban. t 
fireet, as we go home; you may meet us there by acci- 
dent, you know. a1 
Wild. If 1 were to be hang'd now, I muſt meet em 
| there; though I have givea my Word to the contrary. 

Teaz. Is that the filthy Fellow ? ] 
| Wit. That's Wilding, Madam. 
Teaz. I ſee there's no knowing a Whore-maſter by his 


h | Face; he looks like a modeſt, civil Gentleman. m 
bf Well. Your Friend, Mrs. Witwoud, Madam, To Sightly] I in 
4 may be of that good-natur'd Opinion that Lovemore h p- 
1 familiar with the Husband, only to be more familiar with | bl 
| i the Wife. But you mult be cautious of what you ſay; | be 
1 6 for fear we turn the Scandal upon you. to 
iT Sight. Upon me, Mr. Hellvile? 
1 | Mell. Pardon me, Madam, | have the Freedom of 2 
% Friend: But Mr. Friendall declares he is in love with you; tee 
1 and after that, the good natur d Town (whatever they C 

J 9 believe) will go near to ſay, that your Familiarity with 

| i his Wife may be in order to the Husband. | 

j Sight. Contemptible! Sure no body would think fo. 

| Well. Tis an ili-natur'd Age to handſom Women, Madam rac 
E Sight. Muſt I ſuffer, becauſe he's a Fool? Ce 
1 Well. You may ſufter, becauſe he's a Fool. m. 


Sight. This is not only to be accountable for our ow! 
Conduct 
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ConduR, but to anſwer for all the Indiſcretion of the 
Mens. 

Mell. You muſt, Madam, for thoſe Mens you allow to 
be ſo near you. 

Sight. It would be but an un 
Mrs. Friendall, if I ſhould be 
of it. 

Hell. Twould be more ungrateful to her, if any body 
elſe did; and would go near to make you ſerious, if ano- 
ther ſhould tell her for you. 

Sight. But who can tell? It may be the Cauſe of a 
Breach between em. 

Well. Nay, Madam, if it be conſiderable enough to 
make a Breach in Marriage; you may be ſure twill make 
a Breach in Friendſhip: And how much that will be to 
the Advantage of your Reputation upon ſuck an Occaſion— 

Sight. I am convinc'd you are my Friend, Mr. Weltvile, 
and thank you for this care of me. 

[They mingle with Lovemore, Mrs. Friendall, and the reft. 

Wit. This is the Aunt would ha' been upon your Bones, 
I aſſure you, if I had not deliver'd you. 

Wild. How ſhall I do to appeaſe her? 

Wit. There's but one way now to pleaſe her. You 
muſt know ſhe has been in 2 time, like other Women, 
in at moſt of the Pleaſures of this Town; but being too 

aſſionate a Lover of the Sport, ſhe has been ——a Bub- 
le at all Games: And having now nothing to loſe but 
her Mony, ſhe declares for Lanterelow, and is contented 
to be only chea ed at Cards. 
Mr. Friendall with Springam and Courtall. 

Mr. Fri. Why, what do you think, Ladies? theſe Gen- 
temen here, in ſpight of the Temptation of ſo much good 
Company, refuſe to dine with me. 

Sprmg. O Madam! are you there ? [To Witwoud. 

Court. Your Brother has ſeduced me, Madam. [ To Mrs. Fri. 

Spring. We'll viſit you at Night, Ladies, in Maſque- 
rade; when the Privilege of a Vizard will allow us a 
Converſation, out of your Forms, and more to our Hu- 
mour 2 great deal, Ladies. [ Exeunt Spring. and Court. 


teful piece of News to 
rious enough to tell her 


Mr, Fri, Lovemore, Welkvile, Wilding---— you'll follow us? 
Love. 
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Love. We won't fail you, Sir. 
Mr. Friendall goes out with the Ladies. 
Wit. St. Albans-ftreet ——- 
Wild. Will tell you more of this. 
Well. Wilding, you'll take another turn with us? 
_ Faith, no, I'm tir'd : We ſhall meet at Friendall's 
a Exit. 
Well. At Friendall's be it then; b 
Where the kind Husband welcomes every Gueſt. 
Love. He but invites, his Wife muſt make the Feaſt. Exe. 


n 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE Ar. Friendall's Houſe. 


All the Company enters after Dinner. 


Love. M Friendall, you have the beſt Wines, and the 
reateſt choice of any Man in Town. 

Mr. Fri. There s an Elegance in Eating and Drinking, 
Gentlemen, as well as in Writing. 

ill. Or your Stile wou d never go dow, [Afae 

Mr. Fi. How did you like the Lucina ] gave you, the 
Gallicia, the — ? You taſte the Sun in 
them perfectly, Gentlemen. 

Wild. O plainly, Sir! 

Mr. Fri. Then the Aracina, the Ranchio, and the Peral- 
ta, the Carcavelis, the Lacryme, the Schiveas, the Zepha- 
lonia, the Mont 1 all the Muſchatellos and to 
conclude, my ſi e Bottle of Tockay. 

Love. rn He x all, Sir. 1 

Mr. Fri. A Friend of mine, that brought the Tockay | 
_ Buda, aſſures me, the Stones of all thoſe Grapes are 
Go 

Well. That makes the Wine ſo ſcarce. 

Mr. Fri. Nay, not unlikely : But of all the wane of all 
the Climates under the Sun 
Wild. Give me the Greek. 

Mr. Fri. O, I abominate 


Will, 


er, 


vel 
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Mell. The Language, but not the Wines; you may te- 
liſh them without it. 

Mr. Fri. Ay, that may be: Bat of all the Wines, Pagan, 
or Chriſtian, in the World, I think the Noradus the nobleſt 

Well. Tis of the rougheſt kind ind ett, of Beaſts, wowd. 
he were in the Skin of one of em. 
Mid. But your Vine de Congreſs, Mr. Friendall —— 

Mr. Fri. True; but tis a Dutch Wine, and grows in the 
Province of Zealand, 1 have drank it upon the Place. 
Mild. But, Mr. Friendall, pray in all your variety and 
intereſt among your Friends in the City, have you nat 
ſometimes met with ſuch a Wine, as the Vine e ? 

Mr. Fri. Vine de Shorneck? Yes, I have drank of it at 
Thompſon's, and was the firſt that rook notice of it; bur 
tis a prohibited French Wine, and I ave too great an 
Acquaintance with the Members of Parliament, not to 
drink according to Law. 

Mild. Yours is very good Snuff, Mr. Friendall. 

Mr. Fri. Yes, truly, I think tis pretty good Powder. 

Wild. Pray your Opinion of mine, you are a Critick. 

Mr, Fri. This is Havana indeed; but then tis waſh'd: 
Give me your dry Powders, they never loſe their Scent: 
Beſides, yours is made of the Leaves of the Tobaceo 

Well. Why, what the Devil's yours? . 

Mr. Fri. Mine, Sir, is right Pa{ilhio, made of the Fibres, 
the Spirituous part of the Plant; there's nor a Pinch of 
it out of my Box in England; 'twas made I aſſure you to 
the Fallat of His Moſt Catholick Majeſty, and ſent me by 
a great Don of Spaiz, that's in his Prince's particular Plea- 
— . [ Goes to the Women. 

Well. And his, it ſeems, lie in his Noſe; 

Mr. Fri. Ladies, what ſay you to the Fresko of the Gar- 
den? We'll drink our Tea upon the Mount, and be the 
Envy of the Ne ghbourhood. 

Wit. O delicately thought upon! 

Ar. Fri. Madam, which Tea ſhail we have? 

Mrs. Fri. Which the Company pleaſes, Mr. Friendall, 

Mr. Fri. The plain Canton, the Nanquin, the Bohea, the 


Lantheroon, the Sunloe, or which? Ha! 


Well. Have you any of the Now Amo Te? 
P 4 Mr. Fri, 
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Mr. Fri. Faith, no, Sir, there came but little of it over 
this Year ; but I am promis d a whole Caniſter by a 
Friend of a conſiderable Intereſt in the Committee. 

Love. Then the Bohea, Sir, the Bohea will de our Buſineſs, 

Mr. Fri. My Bohea, at the beſt Hand too, coſt me ten 
Pound a Pound, but TI have a Tea with a damn'd Hea- 
theniſh hard Name, that I think I was very much be- 
friended in at an Indian Houſe in the City, if you pleaſe, 
weill have ſome of that. 

Mrs. Fri. Tis in my Cabinet, Mr. Friendall, J muſt or- 
der it my ſelf for you. Goes out. 

Mr. Fri. That Madam muſt make the Complement the 
greater to the Company: Allons, you know the way, I 
| wait upon you. All go out but Lovemore. 

Love. This way ſhe muſt come, ſhe can't avoid me, 
thanks to the honeſt Husband. { Mrs. Friendall returns. 

Mrs. Fri. Are you one of the Gentlemen that love the 
Tea with a hard Name? 

Love. Faith, Madam, I muſt love any thing that gives 
me an Opportunity — 

Ars. Fri. With any Woman that has a mind to improve it. 

Love. Of adoring you. 

Mrs. Fri. Me, Mr. Lovemore! I was going before, but 
now you drive me. 

Love. Stay, this Violence, if you can call it Violence on 
my Knees, excuſes you to all your Female Forms ; nay, 
to your ſelf, ſeverer than your Form, if you ſhould ſtay 
and hear me. 

Mrs. Fri, Well, what's the Matter? 

Love. Every thing is Matter of your Praiſe, the ſubject 
of freſh Wonder: Your Beauty made to tire the Painter's 
Art, your Wit to ſtrike the Poet's Envy dumb. 

Mrs. Fri. Are you turn'd Poet too? 

Love Indeed you can inſpire me—— - 

Mrs. Fri. With the Spirit of Scandal I may, a fmall 
matter Conjures up a Lampoon againſt the Women—— 
But to the purpoſe, Sir; you pretend Buſineſs with me, 
- and have intinuated a great deal of pains all this Day to get 
an occaſion of ſpeaking to me in private; which now, 
by Mr. Friendal's Aſſiſtance, you think you have 2 
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ouſly ſecurd: Why, Sir, after all, I know no Buſineſs be- 
tween us that is to be carry'd on, by my being alone 
with you. 

Love. I'm ſorry for that indeed, Madam. 

Mrs. Fri. Suppoſe, Mr. Lovemore, a Man ſhou'd hit you 
a Box on the _ ood Mad 

Love. Only ſu it, am. 

Mrs. Fri. Wh 1 25 any Man that's Brute enough ma 
do it; tho' that Brute ſhould beg your Pardon never fo 
publickly for the Wrong, you wou'd never heartily for- 
give him for pitching upon you. 

Love. Not heartily I believe indeed. 

Mrs. Fri. Why, very well: You keep me here againſt 
my Will, againſt all Rules of Decency to me, my Sex, 
and Character; the worſt of 3 yet you will think 
it bard to be condemn'd, or hated, for your light Opinion 
of me, that firſt encourag'd you to this Deſign. 

Love. Hated for loving you! 

Mrs. Fri. Ay, there's the Buſineſs: Who wou'd not ſtay 
to ſee her Worſhipper upon his Knees, thus prais'd, and 
ador'd? Her Beauty male to tire the Painter's Art, her 
Wit to ſtrike the Poet's Envy dumb; and all deliver'd in 
ſuch a dying tone, no Lady can out-live it. Mr. Love- 
more, you might have known me better, than to imagine 
your fly Flattery could ſoftly ſing me into a Conſent to 
any thing my Virtue had abhorr'd. But how have I be- 
hay'd my ſelf? What have I done to deſerve this? What 
Encouragement have I given you? 

Love. A Lover makes his Hopes. 

Mrs. Fri. Perhaps *tis from the general Encouragement 
of being a marry'd Woman, ſupported on your ſide by 
that honourable Opinion of our Sex, that becauſe ſome 
Women abuſe their Husbands, every Woman may, I 
grant you indeed, the Cuſtom of England has been v 
prevailing in that Point; and I muſt own to you an ill 
Husband is a great Provocation to a Wife, when ſhe has 
a mind to believe as Ill of him as ſhe can. | 

Love. How if the Wite believe too well of him? 

Mrs. Fri. Why then the Folly's hers: For my part, I 
have known Mr. Friendall too long, not to know juſtly. 

| ; P5 : wha. 
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what he deſerves; 1 won't juſtifie his Faults, but becauſe 
he does not take that care of me he ſhou'd; muſt not I 
have that regard to my ſelf I ought? What I do is for 
=y own ſake; Nay what is paſt, which, by your hints, 
F know = do ſuſpe&, I own I did it; not for the 
Commendation of your Wit, nor as a Debt to him, but 
to my ſelf, foreſeeing a long Life of Infamy, which in 
by ee was marry'd to; and therefore ſav d my elf 
ving him. 

Zove. Conduct every way is excellent, but there 
it was a Maſter-· piece indeed, and worthy Admiration. 

Mrs Fri. And wou'd you have me loſe that Character, 
ſo —_ your Admiration, which, even you, an. Ene- 

, D praiſe, when wou'd ruin? No; what I've 

e to raiſe this Character, may be an Argument I will 
dv more wy hten it, to the by of being though 
15 Tove. And alt for the Rewar t too 
good a Wife to ſuch a Husband, 

Mrs. Fri. How} you know him then? 

Tove. You and I know him. 

Mrs. Fri. Fit to bear a Wrong? Is that the Reaſon of 

ur wronging him ? 1 want but that; O let me but be- 
ieve you injure him, becauſe you know you may, and 
attempt me, becauſe you think it ſafe; and I will ſcorn 
you low, as you do him: You fay you know him: Now, 
Sir, I know you, you, and your Practices againſt us both: 
| You have encourag'd all that has been done, expoſin 
ö him, only to ruin me. Tis neceſſary to believe as ill 5 
| you as I can: And for the future, till you clear your 
| Love. I can clear my ſelf. 

Mrs. Fri. Ill think you capable of every thing; of any 
Baſeneſs to advance your Ends; fo leave you to your 
Triumph. | [ Going. 

Love. Madam, ſtay, I muſt be juſtify'd: This Challenge 
here has taught me all I know; made me ſuſpect who 
writ it, and prefume all I have faid to you, 

Mr. Fri. Where had you it? 

' Lowe. Rifle gave it me. I hope you may forgive my 
knowing it, ſince by reſigning it into your Hands, I give 
you 


©. a 9 - 
9 ——ü— 
A - 


=. > * Man 
- —— —— 2 * — T 
ALT W . — 
. 2 — — ww — 
2 993 — 4 4. + 
_ : - — — " 2 - 


1e 


„ 


1 


Curkolds make Themſelusc. 3a 3 


ou up the Evidence that can riſe up. againſt him: 
bebe — News, Madam. wou;d haue been wel- 
come enough to the Ill- nature of the Town; and I might 


- have had my Ends in ſuch à Report, had I encouragd 


the expoling him: But when I ſaw how near you were 
concern d, I had no other Pleaſure but the thought of 
ſerving you; if I have ſerv/d you, Fr if not, 
I muſt on: For I but live to ſerve 
Mrs. Fri. My Employmeat: calls upon me; are not you 
for Tea? Fl 14 
Two Footmen enter with 4 Service of Tea, and go ous mich 
Mrs. Friendall. 5 
Love, I find 1 am reſtor d, but I was; reduc d to the 
neceſſity of a Lie to come into Favour again; but that's 


| a Neceſſity that every Man of Honour mult ſubmit to 


ſametimes, that has any ching to manage with the. Wo- 
men: For a Lover, that neves ſpeaks more than the Truth, 
is never believ d to be a Lover: And he that won't lie to 
his Miſtreſs, will hardly lye with her: So let his Honeſty 
reward him; the Lady won't, I dare ſay for her. There 
muſt be a cheat upon the Seaſe ſometimes, to make a 
perfect Pleaſure to the Soul: For if the Women did but 
always know what really we are; we. ſhou'd not fo of- 
ten know {ſo much of them as we do: But tis their own 
Faults; they know we can't live without em, and there- 
fore ask more of us than we have honeſtly to give for 
the Purchaſe. So, very often, they put us upon Diſſimu- 
lation, Flattery and falſe Love, to come up to their Price. 
Mrs. Friendall went away a little abruptly: I'm. glad ſhe 
did: For that methinks confeſſes an Obligation which ſhe 
has not yet in her Power to return. 
Exter Wellvile to him. 

Well. Lowemore, your Plot begins to thrive: I left Mrs. 
Sightiy telling Mrs. Friendall every thing between her and 
Mr. Friendall: I thought, fit to acquaint you with it, that 
you might be prepar d: You know beſt what Uſe to 
turn it to: My Bufineſs is with Mrs. Sightly, 

Love. I thank you for the News: They're coming this 
way, I wou'd not have em fee us: I muſt hover here. 

en Lov. and Wellv. 
| Euer 


N 
| 
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Enter Mrs. Friendall and Mrs. Sightly. 
Mrs. Fri. I cou'd not have believ'd it. : f 
Sight. I am ſorry you have Reaſon to believe it upon 
my Account: Indeed, I was unwilling to believe it; I 
ſuffer'd it as long as I cou'd; but finding no end of this 
Perſecution — 
Mrs. Fri. You have us'd me like a Friend, and I thank 
=_ his Note ſince Dinner deſires you wou'd meet 
im at Seven, at Roſamond's Pond: You can't be ſo hard- 
hearted to diſappoint him? 
Sight. If you have a mind to have a plainer Proof of 
his Treachery —— | 
Mrs. Fri. The Proof is plain enough: You fay it: Be- 
ſides. he has given it under his Hand here; and I believe 
the Gentleman, tho? you won't. 
Sight. Or if you wou'd, let him know you have diſco- 
ver d him, and upbraid him with his Baſeneſs before me 
Mrs. Fri. That wou'd but harden him, or make him 
vain, by ſhewing a Concern for him. 
Sight. It you have any Curioſity to be ſatisfy d, I'll go 
with you to the Place appointed. 
Mrs. Fri. I wou'd not have him know either of us. 
Sight. Then we muſt have a Man to ſecure us. 
Mrs. Fri We may truſt your Friend Mr. Vellvile. 
Sight. Mr. Friendall, you muſt know, thinks him in 
love with me; ſo being a Rival, may make him avoid 
us: But Mr. Lovemore will do as well. 
ö Mrs. Fri. 1 wou'd not have him know it. 
1 Sight. He knows it already; I made ne Secret of it, 
187 and Mr. Weltvile told it him 
14 Mrs. Fri. Then he, or any one — 
5 Enter Lovemore to 'em. | 
Sight. O! here he comes: Mr. Lovemore, we muſt em- 
a ploy you this Afternoon. 
1 Love. To ſerve my ſelf, in waiting upon you. 
| The reft of the Company enter to em. 
Teax. Well, here's ſuch a Clutter to get you to Cards: 
You have drank your Tea: What will you do next, 1 
trow? | . 
Wit. Why take à Napp, or ſmoak a Pipe, any bod 
that has a ind to be private. 8 Teas. 
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Teaz. Wou'd I had one civilly in a Corner. | 
Mr. Fri. Get the Cards in the Drawing-room. [To Serv; 
| Wit. Not till we have the Song, Mr. Friendall, you =» 
mis'd us. | | 
Mr. Fri. Why, Faith, I was forc'd to ſet it my ſelf: 1 
don't know how you'll like it with my Voice; but Faith 
. and Troth, I believe the Maſters of the Muſick-meeting, 
a may ſet their own Words, for any trouble I ſhall give 
- *em for the future about mine. 
Wild. Nay, then you ruin em. 


f Wit. The Song, the Song, Sir. 
' SONG written by a Man of Quality. 
| # 
- 0 AY, cruel Amoret, how long 
- In Billet-dous, and humble Song, — 
1 Shall poor Alexis woo? 
F neither writing. ſighing. dying, 
0 Reduce you to a ſoft complying : 
O! when will you come to? 
II. 
Full thirteen Moons are now paſt o'er, 
Since firſt thoſe Stars I did adore, 
n That ſet my Heart on fire; 
d The conſcious Play-houſe, Parks and Court, 
Have ſeen my Sufferings made your Sport: 
Yet am I ne er the nigher. 
t. 1 1 I. 
A faithful Lover ſhou d deſerue 
A — fate, * «jo M 
In ſight of ſuch a Feaſt : 
a- But Oh! if youll not think it fit, 
Your hungry Slave fhou'd tafte one Bit; 
Give ſome kind Looks at leafs. 
bt Wild. Admirable well — 
I Wit. Sett and ſung, Sir. 
Love. A Gentleman does theſe things always beſt. 
ly Hild. When he has a Genius. | 
X | M-.Fri. 
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Mr. Fri. Ay, Sir, he muſt have a Genius: There's no 


being a Maſter of any thing without a Genius. 
Mrs, Fri. Mrs. Teazall, Pam wants you in the next 
Room. [Scene draws, ſhews Tables and Cards. 
Trax. Fl make the more of him, when I get him into 
my Hands. ] 
Well. 1 have ſomething to tell you, worth more t 
the Cards can win for you. [Io Mrs. Sightly. 
Mrs. Fri, Who's for Comet? 

Love. I am your Man, Madam. 

Mrs. Fri. You play too deep for me. 

it. Couſin, you'll make one of us? 

Sighz. I go * Halves, if you pleaſe, E don't care for 
playing my ſelf. [They go in to play. The Scene ſhuts upon 

em. Wellvile and Sightly flay. 

Sight. Now, Mr. Weltvile, you have ſomething extraor- 
dinary to ſay to me. 

Well. I have, indeed, Madam; but I ſhou'd prepare you 
for the Story, there are ſome Friends in it, that you will 
be concern'd to have an ill Opinion of, 

Sight. I have reaſon to think you my Friend. 

Well. Then pray give me leave to ask, how long you 
have known Mr. Wilding. 

Sight. I never ſpoke to him till this Morning at the 
Chocolate- houſe, as we came from the Park. 

Mell. I think he's Mrs, Witwoud's particular Acquain- 
tance. 

Sight. That, I ſuppoſe, gave him his Title of ſpeaking 
to us. | 
Well. And ſhe has a mind to bring him acquainted. with 

ou. I'm ſ I muſt warn you of him : I was in 

opes it wou'd have dy'd of it ſelf: But his talking to 
you, at the Chocolate-houſe, after he had is d never 
to follow you more, makes me apprehend, that he is ſill 
carrying on his Deſign upon you | 

Sight. A Deſign upon me! 

Mell. He has a Deſign upon you: And you have heard 
enough of his Charscker, to ſuſpect the Honour of any 
Deſign he has upon any Woman: But ſuch as it is, your 
Couſin Humeud, and very good Friend, for Ends of her 


own, 
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own, which I can inform you in; has undertaken to bring 
it about. I fee you are ſurpriz'd. | 

Sight. I pray, Sir, go on. 

- Well, 1 never pretended to be a Friend of Mrs. Wit- 
woud s, but now I hate her: And what I tell you, is not 
to ruin her with you; but of nearer Conſequence, to 
ſave you from being undone by her: This is not a Secret; 
I'll tell her of it my ſelf, and my Thoughts of her into 
the Bargain: But, Madam, you know beſt, how far ſhe 
has ſolicited his Cauſe to you; how far my Story is pro- 
bable; and whether you don't think, ſhe perſwaded you 
to walk this —_— in the Mall, in order to meet Mr. 
Wilding: That was the Buſineſs of her Viſit to you, as he 
tells me, whatever ſhe pretended to the contrary. 

Sight. You aftoniſh me. 

Well. J am aftoniſh'd my ſelf, indeed, Madam, not to 
figd her as I always thought her, fit for any Miſchief: 
But to think ſhe can pretend to be a Bawd, and: provide 
. To facrifice to a Man, who 
wou'd tell all the Town of it, as well as Caurtall, and has 
confels'd to me, that he never was in love with you, nor 
had a thought that way, till ſhe put it into his Head, 
and promis d to aſſiſt him in t. FH 

Sight, Unheard of Villany! 

Well, Faith, Madam, if I might adviſe you, it ſhou'd be 
to a Man of. Honour at leaſt; can be ſo tender of a 
Reputation, not to leſſen a Lady's Fayour ſo far, to make 
it the common Mirth of the Town: If you have any Fa- 
yours to diſpoſe of, diſpoſe of em your ſelf: Let not a- 
nother run away with the Benefit of your good Turns: 
I. haye been an old Admirer, Madam; and 1 hope ſtand as 
fair, and have as good a Title to put in my Claim, as 
any Man of her providing. 

Sight. So, Sir, then it ſeems you think I muſt be pro- 
vided for, and therefore theſe Advances mulſt pleaſe me: 
I. have ſome reaſon to believe what you ſay of my 
Couſin Hitmoud; but I have no reaſon to think you very 
much my Friend; ſhe has betray'd me, and you are plea- 
ſed to I think deſerve it: I thank you for your Caution; 
bat hall ſecure me forthe inn agun hr and you: 
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For as much as I thought you my Friend; nay, though 


I languiſh'd for you, the encouragement you are pleas d 
to make, from other Peoples baſe Opinion of me, ſhall 
teach me to deſpiſe you. ¶ The Scene opens, the Company riſes 


from play, and comes forward. 


Trax. Nay, nay, I have done with you: If this be 
your fair Play, there's no danger of your Soul; why, you 
make no Conſcience of cheating any Body out of your 
own Gang. 

Wit. Conſcience at Cards, Couſin! you are a better bred 
Lady than to expect it. 

Mr. Fri. Conſcience, Madam, is for ſerious Affairs, no 
Body minds ir at play. 

Teaz. Nay I'm ev'n right enough ſery'd, I deſerv'd it, 
that's the truth on't: I muſt be playing with Company ſo 
much younger than my ſelf, but 1 ſhall be wiſer tor the 
future, and play the Fool in my own form, where I may 
Cheat in my turn. 


Mrs. Fri. If you ſpeak of your Loſings, Madam, I be- 


lieve my Fortune has been harder than yours; in ten Sets 
running with Mr. Wilding, I never turn'd one, nor had 
Comet in my Hand. 

Wit. Nay, if you win her Mony, you may win eyery 
thing of her, if you know how to manage your Game. 

| Goes to Mrs. Sightly. 

Wild. And Faith V1! play it as well as I can. 

Wit. Couſin, I have won an Eſtate for you. 

Sight. You have undone me. [Exit, Wit. following. 

Wild. Vil watch my time, and follow em. 

Mr. Fri. Lovemore, prithee keep the Company together ; 
J have an Appointment upon my Hands, and muſt leave 
you: We muſt ſerve one another ſometimes, you know. 


[ Goes off.. 


Enter Servant. . | | 

Serv. Madam, the Jew, newly rurn'd Proteſtant, that 

my Maſter was Godfather to, has brought the Eſſences 

and Sweet-waters he order'd him, to raffle for. 

Mrs. Fri Shall we try, whether we like any of 'em. 

| [Going. 

Hl. We ball find him a Jew £1] in his Dealings, I 

ſuppoſe, Love. 


r JI . 


Cuckolds make Themſelves. 3 29 
Love. You wou'd not have him loſe by his Converſion, 


J hope. 
| 144 Like other wiſe Men, he's for ſaving Soul an 
Body together, I warrant him. [They go in. 


SCENE Changes to the Garden. 
Wittwoud folbwing Sightly. 


Sight. Never think of denying, or excuſing it to me, I 
am ſatisfied there's more in it than you ought to defend; 
there are ſo many Circumſtances to convince me of your 
Treachery to me, I muſt believe it. 

Witt. 1 fee, Coulin, you will believe any thing againſt 
me: But as I hope to be ſav d, upon the Faith of a Chri- 
ſtian, and may I never riſe off my Knees into your good 
Opinion again, if I don't abhor the Villany you lay to my 
Charge; ſomething I muſt confeſs to you, but 1 you 
to forgive me, twas unadvis'd indeed, but innocent, and 
without a deſign upon you: Courtall's a Coxcomb, and 
nothing but MHilding's Vanity, or Welvilk's Revenge, cou'd 
be acceſſiry to the Ruin of me with you, the only Rela- 
tion I love and value in the World. - 

Sight. O! I had forgot the Pains you took to ſecure 

: me, to Morrow Night at Cards, at your Lodgings with 
Mr. Milding: Couſin, let me tell you, a Bawd is the worſt 
part of an Intrigue, and the leaſt to be {aid for't in excuſe 
of the Infamy. _But you had ſomething more than a 
Lover to provide for me, or you wou'd not have expos'd 
me to a Man that wou'd expoſe me to all the Town; 


> Is it becauſe I have been your beſt and laſt Friend, (for 
you will hardly find ſuch another in your Family) that 
* thus you reward me for the Folly? Or is it becauſe I am 
a witneſs of your Shame, that you wou'd be a Contriyer 
t of mine? I know, (and I look upon it as a Judgment upon 
8 the former Follies of your Life,) that you are notoriouſly 
abandon'd to the beaſfly Love of a Fellow, that no-Body 


elſe can look upon; and, may be, you are miſchieyouſly 
leas'd to make me as deſpicable as your ſelf; there mult 
e the Devil in the bottom on't, and I'll fly from him 


; in you, 
e wit. 


* 
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Wis, O! don't leave me in this Paſſion, I am utterly 
ruin'd if you go; upon my Knees I beg it of you. 

Sight. in, I forgive you: what's paſt ſhall be a Se- 
cret for both our ſakes; but Im reſelv'd never more to 
come into your Power; ſo farewell, and find a better 
Friend yoo _ _ 3 Goes ont. 

Wit. She's leſt, and my Deſign u , which is yet a 

greater Misfortune to = (Wells. and Wild. enter © 6. 
©! Sir, I am oblig'd to you and you are oblig'd to 
our ſelf for your Succeſs with Mrs. Sightly; ſo like a 

y, to diſcover the Secret, before 'twas in your power 
to expoſe! away, I'll haye no more to ſay to you. 

[ Goes out. 

Wild. So, Sir, you have made fine work on't with the 
Women, I thought 1 had fatisfy'd you in the Mall this 
Morning, | 

Well. Sir, I muſt be better ſatisfy d than I was in the 
Morning, I find there's no relying upon your word, ſince, 
after your Promiſe, never to follow her more, you could 
excuſe your ſelt to me in the Mall to meet her at the 
Chocolate-Houſe. 

Wild. Nay then we have both our Grievances, and this 
muſt anſwer em. [ Gomg to fight, Court. enters to part am. 
© Comnt. Fic, ne, Friends, and fighting! that muſt not be 
Gentlemen. Mrs. Hit wotad has told me the Matter; and 
unleſs you-had a fourth Man to entertain me, you had 
ey'n as good put up again: We are all in Fault, and all 
deſerve to be ſwing d for't, that's certain: Wilding was a 
Fool for telling me of his Deſign, and I was a Fool for 
talking on't to Hellvile; and Melluile no wiſer than either, 
for making ſuch a Buſtle about it : Therefore pray Gen- 
tlemen let's agree in this Opinion, that by our own pra- 
ting, and prying into other Peoples Affairs, we often diſ- 
cover and ruin one anothers Deſigns; 

For Women are by Nature well mclin'd: 
Our Follies frighten em from being kind. [Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


SCENE Witwoud' Lodgings. 


Buer Wilding following Witwoud. 
i. N AY I don't wonder you thrive no better with 
the Women, when you can part with ſuch an 
Advantage over Mrs: Friendall: You ſay you have won a 
Sum of her, which ſhe would not be known to loſe : 
Why, another Man would take the Privilege of a win- 
ning Gameſter, upon fuch an Occaſion, te preſs her to a 
Promiſe, at leaft, of coming out of your Debt. 

Wild. I ſhall improve, I find, upon the Advantage of 
your hints: But Mrs. Sightly, Madam 

Wit. Mrs. Sightly indeed: Was that a Woman to throw 
away-upon the Vanity of being talk'd of for her? In the 
time you were Dragging to other People, of being in her 
Favour, you might have been every-where you deſir d. 

Wild. Nay, not unlikely, 

Wit, 1 haye wade all the Excuſe I could for you; ſome 
too, that in my Conieience 1 thought 5277 une: Onable 
my ſolf; and could paſs you no Body but a Woman, 
that was eaſily diſpos d to forgive you. 

_ It ſhe would but hear what I have to fay for 
my ſelf. 

Wit. Nay, ſhe's pretty well prepar'd, but you muſt not 
think of ſpeaking to her bare- fac d, that ſhe can't con- 
ſent to for her own fake: You have made the matter ſo 
po ſhe has Eyes upon her to be fure now: But it 

ppens very luckily, Friendall has a Maſquerade to Night 
at his Houſe: There, if you pleaſe, I can give you an 
Opportunity of clearing your ſelf to her. 

Wild. Lask no more of you. 

Wis. Never think of defending your ſelf, for what's 
paſt you were certainly i'th* wrong; and ſhe thinks you 
o: You know well enough what to ſay to a Woman, 
that has a mind to believe you. 

Mild. How ſhall I kaow her at the Maſquerade? * 
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Wit. Go you, and prepare for't : And depend upon me 
for your Indi ence, [Wilding goes out.] I find — de- 
clining in my Reputation; and will _ every Woman 
of my Acquaintance into my own Condition, of being 
ſuf] at leaſt: I have promis'd more than I can do 
with my Couſin Sightly; J have loſt my Credit with her 
too lately, to betray ber in the way of Friendſhip —— 
let me ſee—— Betty —— 

Enter Betty. 
You know where the Man lives that made my Couſin 
Sightly's Scarf, go to him from me, deſire him to bor- 
row it, that a Lady may ſee it, who likes it, and deſires 
to have one made of the ſame Pattern — [Exit Betty. 
I deſpair of bringing her to the Maſquerade: I muſt per- 
ſonate her my ſelf, and meet Wilding in her room: But 
what may be the Iſſue of that? Let what will be the 
Iſſue: The farther he preſſes his Dehga udon me, the far- 
ther I carry my Deſign upon her: And for once, ity or- 
der to my Revenge, rather than not expoſe her, I'll ven- 
ture to grant him the Favour, that he may tell on't: and 
ſhe have the benefit of the Scandal — . [Goes out 


SCENE in &. James's Park, 


Euter Lovemore with Mrs. Friendall, and Mrs. Sightly. 

Love. Yonder comes Mr. Friendall, Madam. 

Mrs Fri. Would I were at home again: I came upon 
a fooliſh Diſcovery of his Actions, to be ſurpris'd in a. 
very unaccountabie one of my own. 

Sight. That is, walking Incognito on this ſide the Park 
with a Man at your Character, Mr. Lovemore. 

Mrs. Fri. J hope he won't know us. 

[They put on their Masks. 

Sight. He's too buſie in his own Airs. | 
_ Love. He comes upon us. I muſt ſpeak to him. 

Enter Friendall. - 

Mr. Fri. You are provided for, I ſee: The Ladies, I 
ſuppoſe, wiſh I could ſay as much for them too: Very 
genteel Women both faith and troth: I warrant em Mo 
men of Condition if not Women of Quality, by their 
Ailignation at Roſamond Pond. 

| Love. 
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Love, You fancy that from the Quality of your own _ 


Intrigue. 


Mr. Fri. Why there's ſomething in that too: And the 
Truth on't is, my Aſſignation is with a Woman of Quality. 

Love. Mrs. Sightly, I fancy, Friendall. 

Mr. Fri. Fie, A why ſhould you thiak ſo? But let her 
be who ſhe will, if ſhe diſappoiat me, I'll own it to- 
morrow to every Body 

Love. That ſhe diſappointed you? ER: 

Mr. Fri. No; that 'twas Mrs, Sightly I bad an Intrigue 
with. | 

— 4 A ſmall matter makes an Intrigue of his fide, 
I find. | 

Mr. Fri. Sure J have ſeen ſome-bedy very like this 
Lady? | [Viewing his Wife. 

Mrs. Fri. I would not be known for the World. 

Love. Ill bring you off, I warrant you. 

Mr. Fri. She has the Air and Mein very much, of a 
Lady of my Acquaintance. 

Love. Not unlikely, Faith: It may be ſhe her ſelf, for 
ought I know to the contrary: But if you have a Mind 
hy ſatisfied — | 

Mrs. Fri. Lord] what do you do? 

Love. I haye no Occaſion for her at preſent: This is 
my Woman: She's but an il-natur'd | Incumbrance, at 
this time; and you'll do me a Favour to diſpoſe of her. 

[ To Mrs. Sightly. 

Mr. Fri. Nay, if you are ſo free to diſpoſe of her, I'm 
ſatisfy'd ſhe is not the Woman I took her for: For, to 
tell you the Truth, Lovemore, I thought cwas my Wife : 
And, I gad, I began to be very uneaſie; not ſo much 
for finding her in your Company, as that ſhe ſhould 
come ſo peeviſhly to diſturb me, in an Aﬀair ſo very 
much above her. 8 
Sight. Why, Sir, they ſay your Wife is a very fine Woman. 

Mr. Fri. A Wife a fine Woman, Madam? I never knew 
a Husband that thought ſo in my Life. | 
Mrs. Fri, But ſome body elſe may, Sir, if you allow 


her to make thoſe Entertainments for the Town, that I 
hear you do, ü 


Mr. Fri. 


— — oe fe, 
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My. Fri. Gad ſo, Lovemore, prithee bring the Ladies to 
my Maſquerade to Night; there's no body but People of 
ity to be there, for Pleaſure is my Buſineſs, you 
know; arid I am very well pleas'd, to allow my Wife the 
iberties ſhe takes, in fayour of my own; for to tell you 
the Truth, the chief End of my Marrying her, (next to 


Having the Eſtate ſettled upon me) was to carry on my 


Intrigues more ſwimmingly with the Ladies. 

Love. That's a Convenience in Matrimony, I did not 
think of. | 

Mr.Fri. One of the greateſt, upon my Word, Sir. For 
being ſeen ſo often abroad, and viſiting with my Wife, I 
= upon the formal Part of the Town for a very goed 

usband; and upon the Privilege of that CharaQter, I 
grow intimate with all her Acquaintance, (and, by the 
way, there's hardly a Family in Town, but I can con- 
trive to come acquainted with, upon her account) there 
I pick and chuſe in the yery Face of their reverend Re- 
lations, and deliver my Billets my ſelf. 

Mrs. Fri. You have 'em ready then? 

Mr. Fri, Two or three always in my Pocket :----[ Shews 
— * write half a Dozen in a Morning, for the Service 
of that Day. 

Love. Hard Service, I aſſure you. 

Mr. Fri. Not at all: the Letters are but Copies one of 
another ; and a Loye-letter ſhould be a Love-letter, you 
know, paſſionate and tender, who-ever tis deſign'd for. 


| Ha! yonder are two Women in Masks! 1 mutt not be 


ſeen with you : Ladies, you know when you're well, I 
ſuppole, by rhe Choice of your Man; make much of 
— he's my Boſom - friend, and Confident of my Plea- 
ures. 
Mrs. Fri. And you of his, I ſuppoſe? Theres's no Plea- 
ſure without a Confident. | 
Mr. Fri. Faith, Madam, I am of your Mind: But Love- 
wmore's a little too reſerved, tis, at preſent, his Fault, from 
a want of knowing the Town; but he'll mend of it, 1 
hope, when he comes to have a Woman worth talking 
of. Lovemere, not a Word at home of ſecing me here, 
as you value the Fortune of your Friend: Adieu. Goes our. 
Mrs, Fri. 


upon the Outſides 
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Mrs. Fri. Are you the Confident of the Gentleman's 
Pleaſures? 

Love. I have not betray'd 'em, Madam. 

Mrs, Fri. Methinksa Friend ſhould have warn'd me of em. 

Love. 1 would not be thought to do ill Offices, eſpeci- 
ally in Marriage, Madam. 

——— — think you would; would Mr. Friendall 
were as er ot Wronging me Aſide. 

Sight. You have had a — Account of al Ar. 
pedition: And we are both oblig'd to Mr. Friendall. 

Mrs. Fri. I am very well paid for my Curioſity of com- 
ing here: I ſuppoſe we ſhall! have a Rendezvous of his 
Wenches at the Maſquerade, pray let's be ready to re- 
ceive em. [ Exennt. 


SCENE . Friendall's Houſe, 


Men and Women in Maſquerading Habit. 
Enter Wellvile, Wilding, Courtall, Springam, Witwoud 
ing, n pringam, . 


Wit. Wilding has his Eye upon us I ſee: I have ſome- 
thing to ſay to him, in my own Perſon, and then I muſt 
change Scarfs with you: Be ſure you are i' th way. | 

Well. I thought I had known you; [To Betty.] I beg 
your Pardon, Madam, for the Miſtake. | 

Betty. You're-yery welcome to't, Sir, I would have you 
miſtaken; and that you- will always be, when you judge 
of the Women. . 

Well. You are for a ſtricter Examination, I find: There 
are Conveniencies for a full Diſcovery, in the next Room, 
ſome Body will ſhow you the way. [Leaves her. 

Wild. That's Sightly in the Scarf, and #itwoud with her, 
I ſuppoſe; I a __— — : 

Court. I like the Freedom of a Maſquerade, well; 
but it confounds a Man's Choice. N ; 

Spring. Why, Faith, I have a Mind to be particular, if 
I could but hit upon the Woman. 

Wit. And that you ſhall preſently, little Captain, I'll 
put my ſelt in your Way. - 


q | Spring. 
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Spring. Behind a Cloud m Moon! [To Betty 
Shall 1 fe the Man in you? * | 
Betty. With the Buſh at your Back-fide: You deſerve 
to be whipt for your Wit, Sir. [ Goes from him, 
Spring. I ſtand corrected, Madam. 
Mit. Does ſhe beat thee, litye Maſter? Come a'me, 
and I'll make much of thee —- | 
Spring. As much as you can of me, I dare fay for 
ou. | 
l Mit. Come, come, I'll uſe you better 
Spring. To uſe me wor ſce; is not that your Deſign? 
She has giren me my Anſwer at once; you perhaps would 
linger me thro' a Winter's Expectation, aud not do my 
Buſineſs at laſt —— 
Wit. What's your Buſineſs, pray? 
Spring. Why your Buſineſs, any Woman's Buſineſs, that 
has a Mind to employ me in't. : 
Wit. No touching me: I have an unfaſhionable Huſ- 
band in the Company, that won't thank you for making 
him a Cuckold 8 
Spring. But you will, I'm ſure, if it be but to teach 
him better Manners. 
Mit. I like your Company extreamly; but I have a 
great deal of Buſineſs, and would willingly be rid of you, 
at this time; but this Ring ſhall anſwer for me, ill I 
ſ:e you again. I [Going. 
Spring. Pray redeem it, as ſoon as you can. 
Wit. Sir, Sir, if you bave any Intereſt in the Family, 
pray let's have a Song, or a Dance, to divert us. 
Spring. I'll ſee what I can do for you—— [Goes away, 
Wit. You ſhould be Wilding. 
Wild. And you ſhould be as good as your Word. 
Wit. The Lady is better than you can expect: That's 
ſhe in the embroider'd Scart. You muſt not f to 
her, before the Company; take her aſide, by and by, in Aft 
a Corner; ſhe'll thank you for your Care of her. Here's 
more Company: L 
Enter Lovemore with Mrs. Friendall, and Mrs. Sightly. rid 
I won't be {cen with you----now Betty for the Change 
GE [Witwoud and Betty £0 Lol . Vo I 
ell, 
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A SONG in the irg Scene of the Fourth 


After the Song, Witwoud and Betty, having chang'd Searfs, 5 


Love. Some can't get and other t 
Met get Husbands, and others can't- get 


Vo r. I. 2 Alis. Fr, 
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Well, Lovemore, 1 am in diſgrace with Mrs, Sightly ; 
And can't find her, to come into favour again. 

Love. That's ſhe, that came in juſt now with Mrs. 
Friendall: I'll direct you to one, by going to the other. 


[They go to am. 
A SONG, Written by Tho, Cheek Eſq; 


Corinna, I excuſe thy Fare; 
The erring Lines which Nature drew: 
When I reflect, that every Grace 
Thy Mind adorns, is juſt and true: 
But oh ! thy Wit what God has ſent ? 
Surprixing, airy, 4: 
Some Wonder fore Apollo meant, 
And ſhot himſelf into thy Mind. 


Hang this whining way of wooing, 
Loving was deſign d a Sport: 

Sighing, talking, without doing, 
Makes a ſilly, idle Court. 

Don't believe that words can move her, 
If ſhe be not well inclin ? 

She her ſelf muſt be the Lover, 
To perſwade her to be kind. 

If, at laſt, ſhe grants the Favour, 
And conſents to be undone : 

Never think her Paſſion gave her 
To your Wiſhes, but her own. 


Enter, to be ready for the Dance; after which — 
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Mrs. Fri, Every Woman carries her Croſs in this World: 
A Husband happens to be mine, and I muſt bear it, as 
well as J can. 
Love. I would eaſe you of it. 
Mrs. Fri. No more upon this Subject, you have carried 
the Argument ſo far, tis allowing what you ſay, to liſten 
any longer. But Mr. Lowemore, I will give you what 
Satis faction I have in my Power, and Praiſe is the Re- 
ward ot Virtue, you know; I think you have proceeded 
like a Man of Experience in this Buſineſs, and taken the 
natural Road to undermine moſt Women. I muſt do 
= this Juſtice, that nothing has been wanting on your 
ſide. 
Love. would have nothing wanting on my fide, Madam. 
Mrs. Fri. And however you came by the Knowledge of 
Mr. Friendall's Weakneſſes, you have improy'd em as much 
as they could bear upon the Conduct of his Wife: If the 
have not carry'd me as far as you deſign'd; tis the Fault 
of my Heavineſs, perhaps, that can't be ti anſported into 
the Woman you'd have me. 
Love. There's a Fault ſomewhere. 3 
Mrs. Fri. Mr. Lovemore, ſome Women won't ſpeak fo 
plain, but I will own to you, I can't think the worſe of 
ou for thinking well of me: Nay, I don't blame you 
for deſigning upon me, Cuſtom has faſhion'd it into the 
Pray of living among the Men; and you may be i'th' 
right to all the Town: But let me be i'th' right too to 
my:Sex and to my ſelf: Thus far may be excus d: You'ye 
provd your Paſſion, and my Virtue try d; but all beyond 
that Tryal is my Crime, and not to be forgiven : There- 
fore I intreat you, don't make it impoſſible to me for 
the Future, to receive you as a Friend; for I muſt own, 
I would ſecure you always for my Friend: Nay more, 
I will confeſs my Heart to you: If I could make you 
Love. For ever Yours. 4 ond 
Adrs, Fry, But I am marry d, only pity me 
3 * [Goes from him. 


Love. 


36 


ber my own. I won't think yet my two Months 


not worth the honour 
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Love. Pity her! She does not deſerve it, that won't 
better her Condition, when fhe may: But ſhe's marry'd* 
ſhe ſays ; why, that was the beſt of my Reaſons of fol- 


lowing her at firſt; and I like her ſo well, as ſhe's another 
Man's Wife, I ſhould hardly mend the matter by making 


thrown away upon her: One time or other, ſome way 
or other, I may be the better for her; at leaſt with ſome 
other Women: Bat I begin to believe that every Man 
loſes his Labour this way ſometimes. 
Sight. Who can that Woman be? td 
[Obſerving Wilding and Witwoud. 
Well. Wilding's the Man I know. | 
Sight. Then it may be my good Couſin Witwoud. - 
Well, Preſuming upon the Scarf, which is very like 
yours, I yentur'd, and ſpake to her. I ſhould have known 
Mrs. Hitword, I believe. 
Sight. Pray try if you can learn who ſhe is. | 
They parl in a low Voice, 
Wit. This Place is too publick for a Vindication of this 
Nature, if you retire into the next Room, I may accept 
of your Excuſes; upon your Promiſe of good Behaviour, 
and, better Conduct for the Future. | 
Wild. Ill follow you ' 
[Witwoud retires: Wellvile to Wilding. 
Well. You will be the Man I fee, Wilding: The Lady's 
withdrawn; don't let her ſtay for you. ; 
Wild. Faith, Weltvile, tis a Fortune thrown upon me; 
and ſince it came without my ſeeking, methinks you 
ſhould hardly think it worth your Courting: She'll bring 
it about one way or other, you find. | 
Well. You ſpeak as if I knew the Lady. 2 
Wild. I would 28 know ſo much, that ſhe is 


Care you have of her. 
Well. Of whom? 


Wild. As if you did not know her. 
Well. Why, tis not Mrs. Sight. == 
Wild. 1 have declin'd it as much as I could in regtrd 
to a Friend; but when ſhe follows me 2 438 
Q 2 Well 
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a Lady; 


be ſure you keep em here. [Sneaks out after Witwoud. 


Well. Mrs. Sightly follow you! 

Mr. Friendall enters and joins with Mr. Lovemore. 
Wild. No naming Names, good Welle: . 
Well. Nay, then 7 muſt convince you; I juſt left Mrs, 

Sightly to come to you; ſhe's now in the Company, and 
II carry you to hear me ſpeak to her 
7 | [Carries Wilding to Sightly. 
Love. Why, this was a terrible a7, en 
Mr. Fri. There are Lampoons, Sir, I ſay no more; but 
I may do my ſelf reaſon in one of em, and diſappoint 


her yet of her Diſappointment. 


Among the Women faſtens upon Sightly, 

Wild. Why then Witwoud has put another Woman up- 
on me; and abus d Mrs. Sightly and me: I am fatisfied of 
the Cheat, and would be aſliſting to the Revenge of it if 


I could. 


Well. You would not be the Inſtrument to make it 
publick your ſelt? 
Wild. No, that I can't conſent to. 
Well. Then leave it to me: Friendall's a P fit for 
our ſeveral Intereſts: But Lovemore muſt employ him. 
[Wellvile zo Lovemore. 
Mr. Fri. Faith, Madam, I am 2 fit for your Pur- 
poſe, at 3 I have met with a little ill Uſage from 
y not meeting with her: But you may be the 
better for it, if you pleaſe: You ſhall bave the Pleaſure, 
and ſhe ſhall have the Reputation of the Intrigue. 
Sight, I am for all or none. ¶ Lovemore comes to him. 
Love. The rareſt Accident, Friendall; the Reaſon that 


you were diſappointed in the Park, I can tell you, was, 


the Lady had appointed to meet Wilding here: She is 
now withdrawn into the next Room in Expectation of 
him; which'Welkile, her old Lover, ſuſpecting, has taxt 
him of, and ruin'd the Deſign. Now, if you would 
have me, Il keep up the Jealouſie between em, and give 
you an Opportunity to go in to her, | 

Mr. Fri. By all means, Lovemore, this was unexpected, 
and done like a Friend; I owe you a Turn for't, 


Sight . 


Fo 


ſerye. 
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Sight. What are you deſigning upon Mr. Frienda#y 


[To Wellyile. 


nell. There's Miſchief in't; and you may all be thebet- 
ter fort. [Mrs, Teazall preſſing in with à Protman 


the Company. 
Mrs. Fri. What's the 


oife there? | 
Foot. Madam, here's a rude, unmannerly Gentlew 
man preſſes in upon me, and refuſes to pull off her 
Mask, as your Honour order'd. | 
Teaz. You ſaucy Raſcal you, I ſhew a better Face than 
thy Mother had, when ſhe laid thee to the Fariſh, you 
Rogue: Prate to me, you Varlet! and an honeſter one, 
tho" I fay it, than any of the Company: Here's fine wark 
indeed in a civil Family! What, are you aſham'd of yaur 
doings, that you won't diſcover your felyes? AS 
Spring. Miſtreſs, you have the natural Privilege af a 
Mask. And being diſguiſed in your own Face, you may 
ſay what you pleaſe. | | 
Teaz. Marry, come up here; will nothing but a good 
Face down with you? a Woman has a fine time on't, 
with your finical Fancy: But I want leafure to laugh at 
ou. [Looking every where for her Neice. 
Court. Do you know me? | 
Trax. Ay, ay, I gueſs at you: Learn to ſpeak without 


a Queſtion, you Fool, before you ſet up for a Wit. 


Court. I know you. 

Teax. Why then you may be ſatisfied, I ſhall think 
you an Aſs. . * nod pul 

Spring. Nay, Mother, you een as | 
off in. Mask ren ſee you La: diſcoyer'd. 

Teaz. Diſcover d, you ſnotty- nos d Jacanapes! Would I 
could diſcover your Maſter ; I would ſend him a Note of 
your Name: You are not yet clean from School, and are 
ſetting up for the Women forſouth : You have been fo 
us'd to be turn'd up for a Blockhead, that you are for 
peeping into every Bodies Back-door, to find as great a 
Fool as your ſelf: Sirrah, Sirrah, a good Burch Rod for 
your Miſtreſs; that would tickle your Tail, as you de- | 


Q3 Spring, 
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Spring. Nay, good your Reverence. 

Mrs. Fri, What's the Matter, pray ? 

Teaz. Why the wicked ways of Living in this Town; 
are matter enough for the Vexation of any Woman, that 
has a Girl to look after: God's my Life! Can't you keep 
up your Maſquerades, -in the Primitive Inſtitution of ma- 
king Cuckolds, as it us'd to be, without bringing the 
young Wenches into the Myſtery of Matrimony before 
their time? Where's my Neice among you? 'tis a burn- 
ing Shame to draw away a poor young Girl into theſe 
dev" ſt galloping doings, as you do. | 
Mrs. Fri, Good Mrs. Teazall, not ſo cenſorious: Pray 
where's the harm of a little innocent Diverſion? | 

Trax. Innocent Diverſion, with a Pox to't! for that 
will be the end on't, at laſt: Very innocent Diverſion 
indeed; why, your Mufick-meetings, Dancing-meetings, 
Maſquing-meetings, are all but Pretences to bring you to- 
nw And when you meet, we know what you meet 

r well enough; tis to the ſame Purpoſe, in good 
troth: All ends in the innocent Diverſion. 

Well. Nay, Faith, the Gentlewoman has reaſon for 
what ſhe ſays. 

Trax. Well, make me thankful for it; there's one ci- 
vil Gentleman among you: And really there's a great 
deal of Comfort in opening a poor Woman's Caſe, to a 
diſcreet good-natur'd Gentleman: Pray, Sir, hear me; 
and if you don't allow that I have ſome cauſe for what I 
do, I will be contented never to ſee Coat-card, nor haye 
Pam in my Pocket again. 

Mrs. Fri. But who are you looking for all this while? 

Trax. An untowardly Girl, to be ſure, my Couſin Fan- 
ny. Madam: She has undone her ſelf, and my Hopes of 
« Husband for her: Gad forgive me, I have no Patience, 
when I think upon't: Laſt Night, Vitwond forſooth, ſhe 
carries her to the Muſick- meeting; then one Wilding, an 
impudent Whore-maſtering Fellow, he carries her home 
with him, which I could forgive well enough too, if it 
ended there: But now, when all things were agreed up- 
on, and Mr. Butiybun was to give us a Supper, and gn 


Fa 
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the Writings, in order to marry her to-morrow; when 
the was call'd upon, to perform her Part, whip, 
ſhe had given us the ſlip, tuck'd up her Tail, and run a 


roguing after that Fellow again: But I ſhall light upon 


Love Wilding, what ſa to this ? 

Teaz. O, Sir, are —— if there be any juſtice 
in England for the Women, I'll have you bound to the 

ood Behaviour; Ill ſwear the Peace _ you my 
af ; for there's no body ſafe, young or old, at this rate; 
if ſuch Whore-maſters as you are allow'd to do as you do. 

Wild. I am bound already to behave my ſelf like a Gen- 
tleman: I do what good I can, in my Generation; but 
injure no-body. 

Trax: Sirrah, Sirrah, you ſhall find you-have-injur'd - 
my Neice, and me, before I have done with you, 

Wild. You won't bring it to Heſtminſter, I hope, ta 
be decided, who has moſt injur'd her; 1, by being civil 
to her; 225 by telling it to all the Town. 

Trax. Why that's true again. 

Mild. And let the Company judge, who appears to be 
moſt her Enemy; 1, in teaching her a very good Trade; 
er you, in endeayouring to break ker, betore ſhe's well 
ſet up in't. 

Court. Nay, now it goes againſt you. [To Teaxall. 

Wild. 1 have put her in a very good way; if ſhe ma- 
nage it well, ſhe'll make more on't, than her Mother 
made of her Matrimony. | 

Teaz. Nay, 'twas the Ruin of her, that I grant you. 

Wild. And let the worſt come to the worſt, if ſhe 
fails in this Calling, ſhe may begin in another, (as op 
do in the City ſometimes) tis but ſetting up for a 
band at laft. 

Teaz. But that you won't conſent to, it ſeems. 

Wild. Faith, Madam, I ha'nt ſeen your Neice finee 
Morning; and then Mrs. Witwoud oblig d me to give o- 
ver my Pretenſions to her, upon the Promiſe of procu- 
ring Mrs. Sightly for me. 

Sight, Without my Knowledge, Sir ? ** 
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2 47 Indeed, Madam, you were not to know of the 
Nax. Then you don't know where Fanny is? 
Wild. Not I faith, Madam. 


Well. We were juſt complaining of Mrs. Witwoud's Un- 


kindneſs to you, as you came in. 
Trax. Ay, Sir, I am beholding to you. 

Fell. She has been very buſie all this-Night in carry- 
ing on an Intrigue, between your Neice and ſome body : 
ey are retir'd into the next Room; they went out at 

that Door, if you have a Mind to be fatisfy'd. 

Trax. I'm ſorry, Sir, I han't time to thank you for 
this Fayour: I muſt make haſte, for I'm reſoly'd to be 
ſatisfied. - 

Scene draws, ſhows) 3 and Witwoud ub 4 

Conch. 
Very fine! here is a Sight indeed! 
Mit. Confuſion! 

Mr. Fri. What a Pox ! diſturb a Gentleman's Pleaſures ! 
and in his own Houſe too! ha! Witwoud here! Nay then, 
would you had come ſooner: Madam, I beg your Par- 
don for ſome Liberties I have taken with your Ladyſhip: 
But, Faith, I took you for Mrs. Sightly, | 

Wit. I never was miſtaken in you. | 
| Wild. You ſee ] had too great a Reſpect for you, and 
therefore provided you a more deſerving — 

Wit. Fool. | 

Fell. And one that had as good. natur d a Deſign 
Mrs. Sightly, as you had your ſelf. | 

Teaz. Nay, now, Gentlewoman, I think tis come 
home to you, and I am glad on't, with all my Heart. 

Sight. You have paid dear enough for that Scarf; you 
may keep it for a Pattern for your Friends, as 'twas bor- 
row'd for: I won't inſult over you, and am only pleas d 
that I have ſcap'd your Snares. 

Wit. That — — is my greateſt Curſe; and 
Diſappointments light [ Goes out. 


upon you all, 
Court. This is your Miſtreſs, Captain. 


Spring. And I gad ſhe ſhall be mine now in ſpight A, 
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her Teeth: For fince I find ſhe can be civil upon occaſi- 
on, I ſhall beat her into good Manners, if ſhe refuſes 
me. [ Goes after her. 

Well. Every thing has fallen ſo much to your Advan- 
tage, that ſure the Fault I made may be forgiven: What 
amends I have in my Power, I am ready to make you: 
My Liberty, of what I have to give, is what I value 
moſt; and that is yours, when you conſent to let me 
make you mine. | 

Sight. This is too fudden to be ſerious: When you're 
in earneſt, you won't need an Anſwer. 

Wild. They are ſtriking up a Peace on all Hands, Gen- 
tlemen ; vye ſhall be left out of the Treaty. 

Love. There's yet a Lady to declare her ſelf. 

Mrs. Fri. Mr. Friendall, l'm ſorry you thought it ne- 
eeſſary to your Pleaſures, to make me a Witneſs of my 
ill Uſage : You know I can, and have paſt many things, 
ſome Women would think Wrongs, as ſuch reſent em, 
and — em too: But you can tell how I've behay'd 
my ſelf. 

Ay. Fri. Like a Gentlewoman always, Madam, and 
my Wife. 

Mrs. Fri. The unjuſt World, let what will be the Cauſe 
of our Complaint (as there is Cauſe ſufficient till at 
home) condemn us toa Slavery for Life: And if by Sepa- 
ration we get free, then all our Husband's Faults are laid 
on us: This hard Condition of a Woman's Fate, I've oft- 
en weigh'd, therefore reſolv'd to bear: And 1 have born; 
O! what have I not born? But Patience tires with ſuch 
oppreſſing Wrongs, when they come home to triumph 
over me; and tell the Town how much I am deſpis d. 

Mr. Fri, I ſee we are both diſappointed in this Affair of 
Matrimony ; it is not the Condition you expected ; nor 
has it the Advantages I propos d. Now, Madam, ſince 
tis impoſſible to make it happy between us, let us eren 
reſolxe to make it as eaſie as we can. 

Art. Fri. That muſt be my Buſineſs now. 

Vr. Fri. And mine too, I aſſure you: Look you, Ma- 

dam, your own Relations ſhall provide for you at _ 
| ure, 
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ſure, out of my Eſtate; I only article that I may have a 
Freedom of viſiting you, in the Round of my Acquaint- 
ance. 

Mrs. Fri. I muſt be ſtill your Wife, and ſtill unhappy. 

Love. What Alteration this may make in my Fortune 
_ her, I don't know; but I'm glad I have parted 

em. 

Mr. Fri. Well, Gentlemen, I can't be very much diſ- 
pleas d at the Recovery of my Liberty, I am only ſorry 
Witwoud was the occaſion of it: For an old blown-upon 
She-wit, is hardly an Intrigue to juſtifie the Separation 
on my Side, or make a Man very vain of his Fortune, 

Love. This you muſt all expect, who marry Fools; 
Unleſs you form em early in your Schools, 

And make em, what they were delign'd for, _— 
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Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 


M* Character, not being much in Vogue, 

1 Has drawn me in to ſpeak the Epilogue: 

But, pray conceive me right, not to diſparage 

Thas ancient, Engliſh Perquiſite of Marriage; 

Which, when the Prieſts fin made all Pleaſure Sin, 8 


Faſter than they could cheat us, drem us in 
With Rites and Liberties of Cuckolding. 

That us'd to be the Cuſtom, and ſo common, 

No Girl but wiſh'd her ſelf a marry'd Womas. 
Whether I've done my Husband right, or no; 
Moſt Women may be in the right, that do: 

Our Author does not ſet up for reforming; 

Or giving hints to Fools who won't take warning: 
He's pleas'd, that other People are-pleas'd too, 

To help to reap that Harveſt which they fow : 
For among all the Cuckolds of this Town, 

Who ſhow themſelves, and are as daily ſhown, 8 
Our Poets may make ſame of em their own. 

You find in me what may excuſe a Wife: 
Compare at home the Picture with the Life, 
And moſt of you may find a Friendall there; 
And moſt of you more juſtly us d than here: 

Our Author has his Ends, if he can ſhow, 

The Women ne er want Cauſe for what they do: 
For, Ladies, all his Aim is pleaſing vom. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Some metled Sparks, who nothing can withſtand, 
Your Velvet-Fortune-Hunters, may demand, 
Why, when whe Means were im the Lady's Hand, 
The Husband civil, and the Lover near, 

No more was made of the Wife's Character: 
Damn me, cries one, had I been Betterton, 

And ſtruts, and cocks, I know what I had done; 
She ſhould not ha got clear of me ſo ſoon. 

You only fear ſuch Plays may ſpoil your Game : 
But Fleſh and Frailty always are the ſame: 

And we ſhall flill proceed in our old way, 

For all that you can do, or Ports ſay. 


* 
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